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If brothels open, then someone needs it Ours - it thundered all over Evenor! No matter how 
stiff townswomen and townspeople grumbled, turning up their noses, like all metropolitan 
residents, a lot of wealthy people from all over the world came to look at such an outlandish 


attraction. See, so to speak, in every detail the beauty of Mil, the capital of the Kingdom of Kard. 
Yes, and the same prim townspeople dropped in if they had enough money. And I'll tell you, I 
needed a lot of money - in the "Purple Rose" they didn’t offer any product! Here were the first 
beauties, skilled in love and fine arts: singing, dancing, playing musical instruments, divination. 
As soon as they appeared on the streets of the city on a day off, decent Miles ladies bit their lips, 
elbows and heads of husbands who dared to stare at such beauty. But where are they, the poor, 
up to our girls? All the same - mice are gray. 

Working in a brothel like the Purple Rose was the highest achievement for the 
representatives of the profession. The hostess of the establishment, Madame Cardamom, did not 
spare money for caring for her flower garden; I paid a lot, but there were few customers. Because 
not many people have enough money to spend the night in purple chambers, hugging a beautiful 
rose. And yet, the visitors to our establishment were different: sorcerers, lucky robbers, eminent 
knights, princes, demons in human form, merchants, necromancers and even kings! So, 
Georgette II, the ruler of our Kardsky kingdom, looked twice. With great secrecy, of course! And 
both times he rolled up such noisy orgies that until the next evening I raked out his close 
associates from behind the sofas and shoved them into the carriages. Georgette the Second 
himself, according to the assurances of the girls, preferred to watch more and decorously retired 
by secret alleys back home, as soon as the sensual and ardent part grew into an outright drunken 
bacchanalia. I also did not complain about the work, only a little pay. On the other hand, how 
much did I need? With my hump and a crooked face, save - don’t save a dowry, but no one will 
marry one thing. yes, they won’t even look at innocence, what’s there! 

I lived in a closet behind the kitchen, ate what was left of the charmers, but left guests, and 
folded kopeck to kopeck like this, for entertainment. It can be said that Madame Cardamom well 
fulfilled the promise to my mother - she kept her daughters full and prosperous. Come to think of 
it, my sisters and I really didn't need anything. Ah yes! Where is it without explanation, I'm 
sorry, I'm completely chattering! Our mother, her name was Rose, was the most famous 
courtesan in all Evenor. Kings, powerful wizards were crowded into her favorites, and, they say, 
once, even despite her peculiar fame, a real dragon wooed! But she preferred independence and 
took the favor of all her admirers for granted, from which, oddly enough, they did not become 
less at all. Everyone was driven crazy by her delicate porcelain skin, smooth silk of wavy, wheat- 
white hair and incredible purple eyes. The unusual color, of course, was not without reason - in 
addition to all her talents, my parent was also a skilled enchantress. So the rich of this world 
turned to her not only for quivering pleasure, but also for special amulets from the evil eye, 
poisons, a stray arrow in battle. but even from male impotence! Mother knew her business. 

Whether she got bored alone or just "it happened", but at some point she gave birth to my 
older sister Amaryllis, and then the middle Valerian. They say, and mostly they themselves, that 
Angeld the Black himself was their father - a famous pirate, about whom many heroic ballads 
have been composed. In particular, about why, for some reason, he suddenly disappeared after so 
many victories and incredible adventures. And a little later, our incredible mother gave birth to 
me - a grumbling monster, Lobelia-dibelia or, as Amaryllis once aptly called me, Lobuelia. In 
fact, my name was simply Lobelia, but those who did not have the goal of offending or 
humiliating even more than mother nature did to me were simply called Libi. I was born with a 
crooked face, as if someone took it and pulled it from one side, which made the eyebrow crawl 
up in surprise, the eye was stretched to the point of narrowing, the nostril was twisted, and the 
mouth didn’t close at all due to the upturned lip. Well, among other things, I had a hump, so 
solid that it was even with my head. Unlike her sisters, she is beautiful, in a word. 


The sisters hammered into my head for a very long time the idea that my mother had died, as 
soon as I was introduced to her after the birth - nothing more than the fruit of intercourse 
between her and a demon who had taken possession of some of her clients. But Madame 
Cardamom quickly stopped such rumors. In general, she was a fair aunt, in that which did not 
concern her direct benefit. In fact, after my birth, the famous Lilac Rose lived for another year 
and for almost half a year after that she died from a serious magical illness unknown to healers. 
Since my older sisters were barely seven and eight years old by that time, and we didn’t have any 
relatives, mother took care of the children differently. She bequeathed her luxurious apartments 
in the center of the Mile overlooking the fountain square and the palace, as well as her savings 
and connections, to her friend and friend Cardamom, who looked after her until her death. Her 
request was that this woman, if not a mother to her daughters, then provide a good education, 
lifelong shelter and food. 

It cannot be said that Madame Cardamom did not fulfill this promise, rather she fulfilled it in 
her own way. She created a brothel named after our mother, invested in its development and, I 
must say, did not leave us on the street. Things were going well for her, that’s why we really did 
not bathe in luxury all our childhood, but we were full, dressed and laid in warm beds in the 
evenings. Realizing that the older ones grow up as beautiful beauties, she really invested in 
education: my sisters sang wonderfully, danced, seemed to speak six languages and also knew a 
lot of other things. As for me. I had a use for myself - I was taught things that were more useful 
for my appearance, and now I was an excellent seamstress, a famous cook and, what I did best, a 
wonderful cleaning lady. No seriously! I can literally remove any stain from any surface and put 
the room in order so that even if you think of someone to feel its hidden corners in white gloves, 
they will find more dirt on their own hands than in the hidden corners I have cleaned! In general, 
I didn’t particularly complain about life, but I didn’t see any special meaning in it either. It was 
just... well, it was nice to wake up at dawn, feeling the very first caressing rays on the skin, 
breathing in the morning freshness. Bake cinnamon rolls with sugar and then hide one in an 
apron, so that later, still hot, you can use it in your little room or in the backyard garden, with 
aromatic tea and coffee. Of course, also taken furtively. 


CHAPTER 1. 
Guests who fell on their heads: 
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More specifically, the evening. Well, excuse me, what kind of decent sprees go to a brothel 
during the day?! Although the doors of the "Purple Rose" were undoubtedly open for dear guests 
around the clock. But only for the expensive ones. It was already dusk, and I went to light the 
lanterns on our porch. Purple - everything is as it should be. I must have inherited something 
from my mother. Here is a charm gift, for example. Only weak, of course. very weak. She could 
make a small light turn a different color, she could light it, but this is already more serious - for 
this, she had to puff up over the wick for hours. She could speak a needle so that her finger 
would not prick, well, or a pin, or vice versa. it was like when our charmers themselves came and 
asked for money to charm their rival with some dirty trick, for example, lipstick, so that it would 


spread on the lips all the time or a hairpin, so that without fail to the blood each time scratched. 
And what? For money, I am always welcome - all the more dirty mostly Amaryllis, she was our 
main beauty. They said that she looked a lot like our mother - her eyebrows flew apart, lips with 
a juicy bow, her eyes sparkle under lush eyelashes. only I know why they shine. From the fact 
that the nastiness again set up some kind of gossip for someone or started some gossip, the 
goggle-eyed reptile. 

So, I got completely distracted. I light the lanterns, when suddenly thunder! People are 
screaming, horses are neighing! Yes, it is so noisy, as if the good miles around do not sleep at a 
late hour. A moment later, I see - gold-plated carriages are driving up to our porch and riders are 
around, that means security. One such fellow got off his horse, moved me delicately with the 
words “go away old!” and let's knock on a decent institution. - Open, mistress! The noble guests 
have arrived! Meet come out, but hurry up! Just how old am I? Totally embarrassing! I just 
turned nineteen years old. But we know, they swam - it’s better not to argue with them, and I 
sideways, sideways and to the side. To the back door, see what happens next, and into the house. 
Who else will cook all this loud, but beautiful coffee and cakes? I'll take my soul there I'll 
definitely have enough saliva for everyone. Madame Cardamom really did not keep herself 
waiting. She flung open the door with a smile in two rows. Why not smile when they brought 
you a lot of money. Here the fool smiles. “Hello, hello, dear sir.” And who, may I ask, is so 
generous as to please us with his presence? Then the gates of the first carriage flew open, as if by 
order, and he stepped out of them - our King Georgette II, in full dress; dressed in a blue silk 
coat, matching trousers and a gray wig, although his own hair is red, thick and curly, if you 
believe the girls, everywhere. 

Dear Madame Cardamom, what a meeting, what a joyful event! he exclaimed, as if it were 
by accident that he showed up at the brothel in the middle of the night. Although it was definitely 
strange that this time it was so open. “Allow me to introduce you to my good friend, whom I 
hope you will give as delightful care as me... ahem... your other honored guests. King, Henry 
Il, Rosamund. After his words, or maybe before them - I didn’t notice, during his greeting my 
nose itched wildly and I already closed my eyes with pleasure while satisfying this need - a tall 
and simply incredibly handsome man came out of the same carriage. These Rosamuds know how 
to make kings - a toned body was ideally emphasized by a correctly tailored camisole, I already 
understand sewing! Thick chestnut hair is thrown back a little, a strong-willed, harmonious face, 
with thin but masculine features, and gray eyes burn so sweetly framed by dark eyelashes. well, I 
already thought about the eyes, it was dark there and I was standing quite far away, but it seemed 
to me, that the eyes must be like that. Perhaps I won’t spit in coffee and cakes, suddenly he, 
Heinrich, will come across. Again, if caught, there will be an international conflict. While they 
were amiable on the porch, I went to the back door, when suddenly I saw - the second carriage 
drove up. Well, how could you not look! 

And a man came out of it - not a man, but an amusing subject. Tall, all dressed in black and 
with a deep hood pulled down over his eyes. It is clear from the figure that he is a man, but there 
is nothing more to say, except that he is a sorcerer or a sorcerer. Well, in extreme cases, a 
necromancer, because it made my way when he appeared notably. Such energy around 
condensed that you can not breathe! Of me, even though I was a charmer and useless, but still, if 
anyone has at least a little magic, he will certainly understand this. And the most terrible thing 
was that this sorcerer, before reaching the door, stopped as he turned in my direction - I almost 
shook my underpants from such fear and immediately disappeared behind the back door. Luckily 
Madame didn't send me to the kitchen soon, there was time to catch my breath and come to my 


senses. Everything was decorous - she brewed coffee, gathered a tray of prepared cakes, Ishmir 
sweets, melted chocolate, put it on a lamp, cut fruit. well, in a word, as usual. Amaranth came 
from the living room for a treat, we had one flower and a male. He had few guests, but Madame 
Cardamom always invited him to court the public, he was very polite and pleasant in 
communication. Well, it’s not for me to serve goodies with my mug. I asked him this way and 
that, they say that there are guests, who from the flower garden did the Rosamund king choose? 
And he just knows, his eyes bulged, he clutches at his heart, groans. in general, she handed him a 
tray and sent it. Only interest teased the bastard. Now, even despite the sorcerer, I wanted to see 
what was happening there? That he was so puffed up, as if all three of them, including Madame 
Cardamom, were discharged for a date. And at the same time. 

She creaked, was afraid a little more in her kitchenette and went. Curiosity is worse than an 
eel in your pants - everyone knows about that! In the house of pleasure it is impossible without 
secret passages - how can you secretly lead out without this lover? After all, it also happens that 
blood enemies go to one beautiful girl and do not know about it. And if the girl is smarter, then 
they know, but everyone thinks that the other does not know and from that enjoys this 
supposedly secret knowledge of his, and pays more, of course. In other words, in "Purple Rose" 
there were passages and eavesdropping in one way or another in every room and even in some of 
the closets. I went out into the yard and, passing through the basement, climbed into the crypt 
under a large staircase, which rushed from the living room straight to the upper bedchambers. 
There, behind the step, there was a convenient spade for opening an inconspicuous crack from 
which one could perfectly see the tables with refreshments located opposite the stairs and the 
sofas around them, on which our guests settled down. I made myself comfortable and listened, 
since the acoustics in our living room were wonderful. -. and then such Lucius says to me: "But, 
my king, it's just a herring"! The denouement of the joke told by Henry the Third caused a very 
violent reaction: everyone laughed, literally, tearing their stomachs. almost everyone - only a 
man with gray hair below his shoulders did not succumb to the mood. He just smiled softly. I 
was struck by lightning through the spine from this smile! After all, it was the same sorcerer, and 
his indifferent icy gaze simply threw one into the cold - all some kind of elongated, elegant, 
dryish ears would still be sharp for him and the Chernolessky elf would definitely come out. Or 
maybe he is? 

I looked - no. Not only do elves have sharp ears, they also have longer fingers than humans, 
as if they have a joint more, and this one was holding his glass of champagne with quite normal 
male hands. The other guests did not let up, especially Madame Cardamom: - Oh, herring, I 
can’t! This is what you need to say, Mr. Lucius! - The sorcerer smiled at her remark with a not at 
all benevolent smile, but our madam was not a fool and immediately understood everything. It 
was she who really probed the soil. - Well, then. let's start, sir? Georgette rubbed his small, gold- 
ringed hands impatiently. And give us the best! Your best roses, Madame Cardamom. I don't 
think it's worth saying that everything had long been prepared for this wish of the crowned guest. 
A performance began, which I partly did not see, but I didn’t even need to watch, because I 
attended its rehearsal hundreds of hundreds of times. Coming out to the upper balcony, the girls 
began to go down the stairs in turn - everything was like a selection of a beauty and a charmer 
for absolutely every taste. In total, there were twelve flowers in the "Purple Rose". They stepped 
with bare well-groomed feet on soft carpets, bewitching with their flowing clothes and long hair. 
Each was chosen her own special dress, which emphasized her beauty and distinguished her 
from the rest. I've taken care of that! Having gone downstairs, the girls approached the guests 
and, turning back right next to the sofas, returned up the stairs, hypnotically shaking their hips to 


take the steps allotted to them. So seductive and spiritual, shining and languishing in anticipation 
of their lord and master! Yes. to be honest, I myself was stuck looking at this action. Well, it was 
simply impossible to take your eyes off the round pops, swaying in waves of silk and velvet 
overflows. 

But, judging by the expressions on the faces of the guests, they were in no hurry to admire. 
Most of all, for some reason, Georgette was nervous and his excessive, in a bad sense, 
excitement, was transmitted to Madame Cardamom. But she wouldn't be her if she didn't take the 
bull by the horns. “Pay attention, Your Majesty, on the top step is the charming Amaryllis. Her 
porcelain skin is so tender that you won't want to let this girl out of your arms. In addition, the 
girl is trained in a special caress technique, thanks to which you can, without getting tired, enjoy 
pleasure after pleasure until dawn. - Kinda old. - The king of a friendly country dropped it. and I 
was ready to pick it up and carry it instead of a flag. Yes! Serve you right! Get a cat for mouse 
tears! I sweetly imagined how my evil older sister's beautiful face twisted after his words, 
becoming somewhat like mine. “Then maybe Jasmine?” This is a dark-skinned girl at the middle 
level, her parents are from Ishmir, but the charmers were trained and brought up with us in 
Kardara. She has just an amazing voice and with her mouth she can please a man to the point of 
losing consciousness from multiple sensual ecstasies. “M...” the man mumbled in response, as if 
he was thinking. - Perhaps today I don't want oral sex. “What about true Kaplan beauty?” 
Madame Cardamom did not give up. - Dear men, let me introduce you to Valerian, her father is 
that same pirate from the Kaplan Islands - Angeld the Black, about whom ballads are sung from 
edge to edge of Evenor. Delicate features, amazing, blue-black hair, and what bright eyes. the 
girl is very passionate, you will never forget this night! Yeah, she meant to say "impassionate," 
because it's so unnatural to scream, portraying sensual pleasure - it still takes some effort. 

What do you say, Lucius? The magician looked at my middle sister very hard and sternly, as 
if she personally, looking into his eyes, had done some kind of dirty trick. And then he said: - 
Your Majesty, I think if you ever wanted to spend the night with the pirate Angeld the Black, 
then I would certainly find such an opportunity for you. Madame Cardamom blushed and 
literally barely restrained herself, it seemed to me that I heard the coins in her bra crunching from 
the tension of her breasts. 

“But please gentlemen. My brothel truly represents the best of the Kingdom of Kard, and 
probably of Evenor as a whole. Demand - and you will receive, what do you really want? I 
already leaned forward, so as not to miss the details, and King Henry III of Rosamund 
immediately said: - I want a virgin. Pure, immaculate and beautiful, like fresh snow on an 
unfrozen river. I couldn't help but burst out - ha! A virgin? In the most famous brothel in the 
world and a virgin? Here's some laughter! But suddenly I came across a piercing and hard look. 
The sorcerer Lucius, still relaxed in his easy chair, now looked directly at me. And so, in spite of 
all the disguise, my curious crooked eye made out from under the very step! Gathering what 
seemed to be spilled giblets into my inner fist, I picked up my skirt and rushed back to the 
kitchen as quickly as I could. Oh, there will be something. 


CHAPTER 2. 
Beauty is in me: 
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What will happen, oh, what will happen! - Lamented Madame Cardamom, folded her head in 
her hands, sitting in her-my kitchen. - Valerian, my flower, called a peasant! Oh, this sorcerer. 
and why does His Majesty carry such an abomination with him. Surely he strengthens his dignity 
in no other way, so as not to be ashamed in front of the girls! Since the woman ran into the 
kitchen five minutes ago, she had not ceased to lament and complain about the gray-haired 
troublemaker who “ruined the whole thing” for her. Since it was evening, our maids and 
assistants were already in their beds, and consequently, there was no strategic supply of virgins 
in the comfort house. But there was still nothing to do - I had to wake up! Kings are not rich 
bastards, their gourmet appetites cannot be shut up with wine and exciting powder. They will 
sober up, everyone will understand, and they will raze our brothel to the ground in a fit of 
righteous anger, it's like giving drink. Therefore, Madame sent Amaranth to knock on doors and 
"look under skirts." His task was to find a good-looking young lady, promise mountains of gold 
and bring her here before she changes her mind. And then he won't change his mind, the tea is 
not a port snoop, but the king of Rosamund, and besides, he's good-looking. Madame also had an 
arsenal for turning into “fresh, like the first snow on an unfrozen river’. In what - in what, and in 
makeup and magical ointments, she understood like no other. Even out of the kindness of her 
soul, she brought out acne in my youth. Although, maybe not out of kindness, but just looking at 
me pimply was even more disgusting to her. 

In any case, the clock was ticking, the guests, entertained by the talents of the rejected 
courtesans, were nervous. What is there, Georgette the Second was nervous - which was even 
worse, which means that the time to find a suitable virgin was almost running out. - He's back! 
Madame threw up her hands. - Well, where did you wear for so long! It wasn't a question, just a 
demonstrative reproach. Like, he could quickly sort out his thin legs. Amaranth stood at the 
threshold of the back door, firmly holding under his elbow an embarrassed, downcast girl in a 
headscarf, a simple dress and cheap leather shoes - that was our laundress, Guryana. The guy 
smiled broadly, pleased that he had completed a difficult task for Madame. - Well, let's see what 
you have here. - she stretched and pulled the handkerchief off the girl. “Pah, you demon take 
you!” It's Guryana, you pomaded fool! She has already been given to all our guards, except that 
they haven't let her in the circle yet. - So I. so I asked! - Hastened the flower. - Girl say you or 
not? “A girl,” she says, “‘as it is, a girl, my lord!” - Did you buy it? Oh, you, youth-stupidity, who 
checks a girl like that? Yes, any woman will answer you in order to seem more interesting. Come 
on! Get out of here, flirtatious. and be on time tomorrow, and not like always! Madam sat back 
down at the table, and with a guttural groan from the unbearable loss of a lot of money, she again 
dropped her head into her hands. - What can I do, Libi. well, where can I find him a beautiful 
virgin in the middle of the night.- And that's true, madam, what's there to moan - the matter is 
already decided. - I tried to support her, meanwhile concentrated rubbing the dishes. - Do not 
torture yourself like that, go and tell it like it is. Madame Cardamom did not answer, and I 
looked up at her with my slanting bluish eyes. 

The woman looked at me steadily, without blinking, as if right now she was visited by a 
grandiose idea in its advantageousness. “Libi, dear... has your flower been plucked yet?” A 
ringing silence filled the kitchen. and then Amaranth and I laughed so loudly that I personally 
grunted. It happened to me because of the eversion of the right nostril. But for some reason, not a 
trace of a smile slipped on the face of our madam. - Libi, my flower, help me not to get into 
trouble! - This crazy woman wailed and, rounding the table, began to stroke my hand. - It's not 
just like that! Georgette and Heinrich will not conclude a trade agreement in any way, and if this 


foreign esthete does not receive his own, then there will be no such agreement. And then think 
for yourself, you're smart with me, what will our king himself do with us? After all, let's go 
around the world, dear! Who will take care of you, Amaryllis and Valerian then, I won't be able 
to fulfill my duty to your mother if I don't have any funds for that. “Yes, how can I help you,” I 
said, already more perplexed than not considering this possibility at the root, “you can't look at 
me without fear. I'm out, alone through Crooked Lane, when you need some pharmacy ointment 
at night. And even if someone pulled up her skirt, I might be glad. And you want to put me to the 
king!? “Don't worry about it at all, dear! I have one enchanted amulet, it is a one-time one, true, 
but for a short time it will make you a uniform beauty. Think about it, it's good for you too. 
When would you be able to dream that you would give your flower of love to a real king, and 
even such a beautiful one? I thought. 

And then she changed her mind, because she remembered the sorcerer - this ghoul will smell 
a mile away that from a beauty as fresh as snow carries magic. If he smelled me, a weak 
enchantress, then what we can say about such strong magic that from a nightmarish ugliness she 
can create an unearthly goddess. And don't worry about that either! - Continued to bend his 
inspiring madam. - We will distract this sorcerer, this is really our concern. Yes, you don't even 
have to do anything in bed, he said, that you need an innocent and white woman, so be like that! 
To be honest, I really wanted to become at least for a day, even if not beautiful, but at least not so 
scary that even small children shied away as soon as they saw it and began to fight in hysterics. 
And even more so, I wanted to “give my flower” to someone pleasant to me, and not to a dead 
drunk who would later tell everyone how he had raped a whole demon the other day. I agreed. 
And immediately regretted it. She regretted it because Madame Cardamom immediately lost all 
interest in any of my feelings. She ordered Amaranth to warm water for me, and carry me to her 
bedchamber, and there carefully scrub me in a copper bath, and from all sides. And it was 
terribly embarrassing, because you had to scrape me naked! Showing up to a naked man like this, 
even if it's a flower who doesn't care about a woman's body. though who am I kidding, my 
woman's body has so far only interested a necromancer and some obsessed warlock. With an 
expression of indifference on my face, I stoically endured the intense scrubbing with a stiff brush 
and even then oiling my hair, which was very thin, but still blond, like a deceased mother's. Then 
he dried me, wrapped me up and sent me to sit on the bed. Of the positive aspects, it was that 
now at least my hump was normally wiped off - I always did not reach its top. 

Madame soon returned, cheerful and elated. She has already managed to inform the guests 
that the right girl has been found and is currently undergoing the necessary preparations for a 
date with His Majesty. Taking my crooked and haggard face in her cold hands, Cardamom 
sighed so happily, as if I were a baby worth a million gold delarii, and they were about to give 
them back to her. But I knew that my face was not worth more than twenty, which I would have 
paid for it myself from my own savings. Because only my face is dear to me. Circling around the 
room, Madame Cardamom led me to her safe, which was locked magically, for her kiss. I saw 
money in it. a lot of money. piles of papers and boxes, some of which were literally bursting with 
jewelry. The woman took out one, the most modest one, made of lapis lazuli and carefully 
removed from it a round medallion, on which faceted blue sapphires woven into a mysterious 
pentagram beautifully played. “Here,” she said proudly, “your mother made it for me a long time 
ago. She said that with his help, I could seduce absolutely any man, for a short time turning into 
a perfect beauty. No, well, of course, I wasn't ugly anyway, but you can't compare with your 
mother. Ah, but what are we talking about the past! In general, this enchanted amulet will correct 
all the shortcomings and turn them intos. - The woman put it in my outstretched palms, and I felt 


how heavy and warm it was, and also, from the touch with my skin, as if it began to tremble 
slightly, tremble. - Unfortunately, or fortunately, but I never needed it, and I didn't raise my hand 
to sell it. well. You just have to put it on your neck. She added Cardamom and took a step back, 
as if suspecting that after lying in the safe for a long time, it might not work properly and, for 
example, explode. 

Well, if such an incompetent person like me took up such a spell, then for sure. But this 
amulet was enchanted by my mother and I put it on without the slightest doubt. And... nothing 
happened. I stood, looking in confusion now in the mirror to my side, then at Madame, but she 
seemed to have already begun to doubt that something would change in my appearance, when 
suddenly the amulet on my chest began to vibrate distinctly and quickly, until turned into a blur. 
And now I also began to vibrate, faster and faster, so that I had to close my eyes so as not to turn 
out what was still left in my stomach from a heavy dinner. And suddenly everything was quiet. I 
was standing in the same place, I was visibly shaking and still nauseous, but something had 
changed. Firstly, the face of Madame Cardamom - she looked at me with eyes widened in horror 
and did not take her hands off her face, apparently so as not to scream. “Well, great,” I thought, 
“became even scarier than it was. What now? Tentacles from ears and sparks from eyes? But 
turning to the mirror, I barely suppressed the desire to say hello. Before me stood a perfect, 
charming, brilliant. copy of my mother's portrait from the living room. But even more beautiful, 
upon closer examination. Not believing what was happening, I began to feel my symmetrical, 
harmonious face - a small, slightly upturned nose, lips with a bow, like Amaryllis, porcelain skin 
with such a sensually fresh pinkish tint on the cheeks that it was straight ah...deep, penetrating 
cornflower blue eyes, looking because of the dramatic dark eyelashes. and a huge, thick mop of 
blond hair right down to her waist! I was amazingly beautiful! Perhaps the Blackwood Elves 
would give their sacred stone Alduin for me without hesitation. 

Shamelessly throwing off the towel and no longer embarrassed by Amaranth, who both 
opened his mouth after my transformation and did not close it anymore, I flew up to the mirror 
and began to expose him to a flat tummy, smooth curves of the body, slender legs with exciting 
feet. To my wild delight, in general, I was all so exciting and sensually fragile, as if, like him 
there, the first snow! At that moment, I felt bad - I felt very dizzy and for a moment it seemed 
that this was the end of the spell. as if they were weathered after lying in Madame's safe for too 
long! And I suddenly felt so sad and hurt, as if the world had finally awarded me the main prize 
in the championship of the humiliated and insulted, but suddenly changed its mind, giving it to 
the Ishmir beggar from Crooked Alley. But that was only an excessive excitement of feelings, 
characteristic of us, beautiful persons. Recovering very quickly, I jumped higher than the 
grasshopper, jumping into the prepared outfit, allowing myself to be pomaded, combed and 
perfumed. And now, after not time, but a short moment, I was completely ready and, under the 
exclamations of admiration from Madame Cardamom and Amaranth, who had not stopped since 
my reincarnation, who seemed to have forgotten that he was actually for men, I went to the 
living room, where they expected us dear guests. And suddenly I remembered that no matter how 
beautiful I am now, it's still me. 
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Yes, it was me after all - the terrible hunchback from the Purple Rose brothel. Labuelia, who 
in her life did not communicate with respectable gentlemen on an equal footing! What if I say 
something wrong? What if I'm talking too easy? What if, in the end, the spell from the amulet 
has really worn out and if the beautiful king is distracted for a second by showering kisses on my 
tender collarbones, how will I become who I am again. yes, I can deprive all of Rosamund of 
heirs! What man will have a desire at least once again after such. I immediately expressed my 
worries to Madame Cardamom, to which I received assurances that all this was under her 
responsibility and I just needed to relax, otherwise I would not be able to please the king even in 
this form. Well, what about me? She promised to try. - Well, fine. - The woman said and led me 
not to the living room at all, but to the bedchamber of the Full Moon and Inspired Stars. So we 
called the most beautiful room in the third house - it was located on the floor and had a glass 
vault above the bed, through which you could see the endless and deep Mil sky. There was a 
miracle how good it is at night! Not in the rain... in bad weather, the skylights were dripping 
wildly, which is why Madame sent me there to push the expensive king-size bed against the wall 
and run around with buckets so that the lower floors would not flood. “Wait here and don't be 
afraid of anything!” she said and left me all alone. What did I do when I was left alone? Of 
course, she ran to the mirror! Well, what would you do if you turned from a fearful person into a 
beautiful nymph in the blink of an eye? 

I was still good and even better, thanks to the skillful hands of Madame Cardamom. My hair 
was styled in a loose updo with the front curls slightly swept back and held in place by a lovely 
silver tiara with pink pearls that set off my natural blush. There was practically no make-up on 
me, they only slightly summed up my eyes with dark mother-of-pearl and moistened my lips. I 
was dressed in a dress that I myself once sewed for the consummation of Amaryllis. I remember 
that her virginity then went for almost a thousand golden dinalia. More, according to Madame 
Cardamom, only our mother was paid at one time. Suddenly, I felt disgusted by the fact that in 
the same dress, light, airy, tight-fitting along the corset to the waist and then falling with a 
transparent, like a golden cloud, my mischievous older sister had once lost her virginity. Like I 
really don't deserve to have my own fateful outfit. I kicked the hem with a dainty leg, causing it 
to slip into a seductive neckline that went to the very waist. Started laughing. Here it is, it means 
how - it cost the ugly girl to become a beauty for five minutes and she already leads her nose. 
Apparently, capriciousness is an indispensable companion of unearthly beauty. What I especially 
liked was my own laughter. So clean, pleasant, like little bells ringing in the garden, not like I 
had before! I once again smiled at my reflection with a charming young smile and spun in front 
of the mirror, watching with pleasure how the weightless, delicately sparkling fabric clasps my 
hips, shins, seductively reveals that under the hem of this skirt, attached to a pale pink silk corset, 
there is nothing. 

I screamed in surprise when I realized that I was not alone in enjoying my appearance. The 
observer held out his hands to me, palms forward, demonstrating that there was absolutely 
nothing to be afraid of. An admiring smile frost on the face of King Henry III. His green eyes 
shone - yes, green, unfortunately, not gray - and reflected the extreme degree of interest in what 
he saw. “You are so beautiful, mistress... please, tell me your name!” “Oh, I'm already a 
mistress,” I marveled and tried to pull myself together. Madame advised to behave shyly, like a 


pure and pure girl, well, it was not as difficult as it might seem. I smiled embarrassedly and, like 
a small magical animal, rushed to the bed to hide behind the canopy and tell him from there: 
Lobelia, my lord. “Ah, how tender and pleasant my voice now sounded. You can't send a 
milkman like that to feed the demons, for not adding milk again or bringing rancid butter. “Ah, 
Lobelia,” hed taste my name, “in my country there are flowers with that name, and in some 
varieties the color is exactly the same, penetratingly blue, like your beautiful eyes. I would never 
have thought that my mother named me like a flower. With Amaryllis and Valerian, everything 
is Clear, they grow in our garden, but Lobelia. for some reason I always thought that it had 
something to do with my forehead. Well, sort of like my mom thought that since I was ugly, I 
would definitely be smart. How stupid! I blushed at his compliment and hid behind the heavy 
velvet canopy again. I saw a spider there. yes, I haven't looked into this room for a long time, I 
should have put things in order here tomorrow. 

“Beautiful Lobelia, please don't hide from me. I brought us sparkling wine and fruit, can you 
share this treat with me? - The king murmured, and he blushed. The blood rushed to his face, and 
probably not only to his face. 

In matters of male physiology, I was quite savvy, I had seen enough of everything here, and 
sometimes charmers simply could not restrain themselves, sharing the details of the past stormy 
night. I treated carnal pleasures rather calmly and did not experience any illusions about giving 
favor only to objects of unearthly love. Enjoyment and enjoyment. For local beauties, this is the 
same as giving someone a massage or scratching their back. Why not please a person if he asks 
or pays, in a word. I left my hiding place uncertainly and noted, not without pleasure, that the 
king began to breathe faster, examining my thin waist, which was also tied with a corset, and the 
vague outlines of my legs, which were guessed right down to the most secret place under a layer 
of fabric still transparent, but not so much as to be certain. everything was visible. When I moved 
towards him and that fabric flowed, gently wrapping around me, and a porcelain-white thigh 
flashed in an indecent section, for a minute it seemed to me that the beautiful man would 
completely lose consciousness. Oh, to whom to tell - they will not believe! We sat side by side 
on a sofa away from the bed of love, covered with satin sheets and soft blue pillows. He opened 
a bottle and poured me sparkling wine into a tall glass. He brought a tray of sliced pineapples 
closer, offering to take a slice. I thanked and did what I had long dreamed of - threw a pineapple 
into the wine and sipped it. It must have been delicious. I sometimes got a sparkling drink, but 
pineapples were expensive and it was impossible to even steal a piece - Madame always cut this 
Ishmir fruit herself. 

“You are so wonderful that I just forget to breathe next to you. - The king confessed 
honestly, and I smiled and took another sip. The main thing here is not to overdo it, I know 
myself - after the second glass I will either go to sleep or look for someone to clean my face. 
Therefore, I immediately swore that I would drink this one and no more. “Tell me, is it true that 
you are the daughter of that very Purple Rose, the courtesan who drove all Evenor crazy.” 

I squared my shoulders proudly and lifted my chin. No, I was asked about this before, many 
did not believe that such a beauty could give birth to such a monster, but then I was embarrassed 
to answer the truth all the time. Just because I didn't want to somehow spoil my mother's 
reputation. But now, being so charming, I could proudly admit what had become obvious. - Yes, 
her portrait hangs in the living room and everyone tells me that I even look like her. - I answered, 
blushing not from embarrassment, but from the impudence of my lies. Well, people, I look like 
my mother, this is for chickens to laugh at! - It's true! You know, my lady, having arrived here, 
for several minutes I simply could not tear myself away from contemplating the portrait of your 


mother. In truth, an incredible woman. and, I'll tell you a secret, he continued, leaning 
confidentially towards me and placing his hand on my knee delicately, and as if by chance, over 
the dress. — She even at one time was the favorite of my father, Henry IH. And he begged her to 
stay at court, but your mother wished to return to her native Miles. Now I am sorry that this 
happened, because if she had stayed in the kingdom of Rosamund, who knows. perhaps we 
would have met with you earlier. His hand seemed to accidentally slide into the slit of the skirt, 
and he flinched, touching my smooth white skin. “This is really happening!” yelled the voice of 
the hunchback in my head. I looked up and met his green pools, in which a serious desire was 
already burning. But he did not impulsively, but carefully brought his beautiful lips to mine and 
whispered almost breathlessly from excitement: - I beg you, just don't push me away. I will be 
completely gentle with you. - and ours we merged in a kiss. 

And why, in fact, I began to push him away, you ask? He was so handsome, even up close I 
did not find any flaws in his noble face, and besides, he smelled so wonderfully of some kind of 
spicy herbs and lemon that I, on the contrary, wanted him to not deny himself anything. His lips 
were hot and the kiss was soft at the beginning. The hand slipped under the dress and finally took 
possession of my thigh, sliding to the rounded ass and squeezing it. He put his other hand on my 
neck from behind and pulled me towards him. now the king kissed more confidently, his tongue 
penetrated my mouth like a snake and the kiss immediately ceased to be so innocent. I did not 
resist and simply surrendered to feelings, opening up to him, and this had a reciprocal effect. I 
felt that Heinrich of Rosamund was literally shaking with excitement - his movements became 
sharper, blurry, he did not know what to grab onto, like a hungry yard cat, to which a fisherman 
threw a huge fish. Grabbing me under the ass, he easily sat him on his knees with one hand, and I 
felt that I was definitely not sitting on the third leg. Continuing to kiss me, he began to undress 
himself - impetuously untied his neckerchief, pulled off his doublet, did not unfasten, but 
literally tore the waistcoat, so that the golden buttons clattered in all directions of the room. It 
will be necessary not to forget to collect, each one costs no less than delarius! “No... not like 
that...” he whispered languidly, breaking away from my blushing face and scooping me up in his 
arms, pressing him against his hard, relief body, and under a thin cotton shirt he definitely had 
something to look at. - We will do it on the bed, and I will give you unforgettable pleasure on 
your first night. Do not be afraid, Lobelia, I am a very experienced and gentle lover! 

Perhaps the loud declaration of his skills was unnecessary, but I liked the way my name 
sounded from the lips of the Rosamund King. Lobelia. and it is not at all as disgusting as I 
always thought. Heinrich carried me to the bed like a feather and lowered me onto a soft feather 
bed. Now I was lying exactly on a cloud and my skin was caressed by the gentle coolness of 
satin sheets. He stepped back for a moment to pull off his shirt and hastily get rid of his pants. 
Looking at me enthusiastically, the king said: - This blue satin sets off your eyes so much, my 
lady, that they burn even brighter. I will certainly give you a dress made of fabric of this color 
and order it to be embroidered with sapphires. Oh, these men. girls often talked about how 
another client promises mountains of gold during intercourse, and then returns only after three 
months and as if there were no promises. On the other hand, this is the king, who knows. The 
sight of a naked male body inspired me. He was so slender, bulging where necessary, I wanted to 
touch him. so what if his eyes were not gray! So handsome too. I looked down below his distinct 
abs and frost. There, between his legs, among the dense dark vegetation, a hefty male organ was 
aiming at me. Without expecting myself, I shyly covered my face with my hands. What a shame. 
no, I saw a lot of male causal places, take at least the orgies of Georgette the Third, when his 
faithful servants, without denying themselves anything, came to my kitchen in what their mother 


gave birth to demand to urgently cook something. They had both large and small ones, but I 
never considered such a unit for penetrating myself. Apparently satisfied with the impression he 
had made, Heinrich whispered, covering me with his body. - Do not be afraid of Lobelia, I will 
be very gentle and careful when picking your flower. Oh, how pompous that sounded! If only he 
knew whose flower he was actually going to pick. 

The Rosamund man lifted me up to untie the corset on the girl's back and did it so quickly 
and skillfully that now I really believed that he was an experienced lover. Freed from the dress, I 
felt a chill, but Heinrich inspiredly began to warm me with his kisses - my neck, shoulders, small 
elastic chest, hips. stop. where is he? Gently spreading my legs, the king enthusiastically began 
to touch his lips and tongue to the inner surfaces of my thighs. I looked down, he looked like he 
was now tasting divine ambrosia, not otherwise - he closed his eyes, his face was relaxed, wet, 
his eyelids trembled, his hands trembled, squeezing my ass. I think I understood what he was 
going to do. The girls said that some guests like it and they even asked to be allowed to kiss them 
there, under the skirt. oh! His hot, wet lips touched my folds, and he began to do with them about 
the same as he had recently done with my mouth. oh! He suddenly slipped his tongue in there 
and something clicked in my head, like a small firework went off. and then another and another! 
I groaned and he quickened his movements. It was so interesting, as if some kind of knot was 
tightening and relaxing in the lower abdomen, but I did not want it to be untied. On the contrary, 
I wanted him to stretch so hard that he burst, scattering bits of damned rope all over the room! 
And that's exactly what happened! The king's hot lips kissed me there, his tongue sliding up and 
down, penetrating or touching the sensual bump, the magical power of which had been told so 
many times by the girls in the brothel. He bit me languidly, sucked, and then I felt that he added 
a finger to his games, and I cringed, crushing the sheets and pillows in my hands, as soon as he 
entered him deep enough into me. 

It was an explosion of emotions! It was as if for a moment I rose to the very heavens and 
screamed so languidly from pleasure that I myself could not believe that I could do that. Here, 
learns Valerian how it actually sounds. But the king was not at all going to give me a break, now 
he rose higher and rather studied my relaxed face in blond hair scattered over the blue satin. 
“Lobelia... you are so sweet...” he whispered, drawing out his sentences, “let me merge with 
you together.” I'll give you even more pleasure, I promise. And I felt how he sent his hard flesh 
into me and rested it right on my heated wet folds. “What, can I have more supplements?” I 
thought to myself, and groaned aloud: - Yes, my king. - Although the king, in general, was not 
mine. His eyes gleamed wetly, and the handsome man smiled charmingly at me, enclosing our 
lips in a passionate kiss. At the same time, I felt how he began to put pressure on me more and 
not to say that it was not painful. I was also warned about this. The girls often discussed “their 
first time”, for each courtesan it was still special - they measured themselves in terms of the 
amount of money paid to them by the gentlemen for innocence, and were madly happy when 
they were the most expensive in the room. They said that it is better to endure the pain and relax, 
then later you can feel something pleasant. I did everything as advised - relaxed and endured. 
Well, this. I don't think I would dare to repeat this. It's good, I guess, that I'm still ugly, and when 
the spell breaks, no one else will look at me. Well, unless some crazy necromancer comes back 
to our brothel again. 

I was already lost from the mismatch of expectations and impressions. It was comparable to 
how the doctor once parted a wound on my heel, which was festering, in order to pour worms in 
there, which were supposed to eat all the muck and let him treat it. Yes, not the best comparison, 
but still it was very painful. I felt it moving into me, pushing it apart millimeter by millimeter, 


squeezing into the innermost space. From the fact that his gun was wider in the middle than at 
the beginning, it didn't get any easier, and I began to cry silently and silently. Seeing my tears, 
the king became sad, but did not stop doing his job. He kissed my face, collecting tears and 
whispered: - It's nothing, Lobelia, if you knew what pleasure will await you after. Finally, he 
slowly but surely reached the limit, filling me so that I felt unusually cramped inside. Then, I 
began to move, slowly, lingeringly, going out to the middle and entering again, as far as my 
depth allowed. It was also not very pleasant, still, to reopen fresh wounds. - How tight you are, 
how sweet, Lobelia. - He continued to whisper his vulgarities. And I no longer wanted to wait for 
some kind of pleasure at the end, it seemed to me now that there was no pleasure there and 
everything was a hoax. To be honest, his kisses were much better. and language. And a finger. 
But the king went on and on, his face at the same time appeared completely blissful expression 
of unceasing pleasure. Well, I just have to relax and wait. But I hurried early, because just a few 
moments later, I definitely began to feel something pleasant. Yes, everything still hurt, but all 
this tension, how tightly he entered me and lingered out. the thick rope of pleasure began to tie in 
the lower abdomen again. And as if sensing this, he began to move faster, or maybe he just felt 
very good. 

I wrapped my arms around Heinrich's neck and pulled him towards me, feeling the full 
power of the male body above me. He smelled so delicious, his hands squeezed me so pleasantly, 
and this excitement of his, sliding in me, reaching, as if to the very center of my being. 
Following a sudden impulse, I wrapped my graceful legs around his hips and pushed hard, 
forcing him to roll over and be under me. It felt even deeper, even closer to the part of me that 
yearned to be touched more often, harder. He moaned sweetly and put his hands on my hips to 
help set the pace. Now I controlled my pleasure, I glided back and forth along it, languidly 
dissolving in the sensations of something big and squeezing me inside. My little sensual bump 
was now rubbing against him, and it was driving the knot inside me crazy. It clenched and 
unclenched at the same frantic pace as I slid down the king's thighs. And at the moment when it 
became difficult for me to breathe myself, I felt how the man under me tensed up with his whole 
body and its impressive part, as if filled me even more. There was a buzzing in my ears, and at 
the same time I felt a knot tearing inside me, and a stream of something thick and viscous 
bursting out of the alien flesh in me in jerks. I groaned again in such a way that everyone in this 
house would have the pleasure of listening and learning. All my strength seemed to go to this 
scream, this outburst of emotions! I literally felt how my emotions turn into invisible electrical 
discharges and fill everything around. And then, fell on the sheets, cool soft sheets and just 
panted, unable to even think. The king lay beside him and also recovered his breath. I did not 
see, but I felt that he was just as good as I was, and maybe even better. Well, he didn't have any 
pain in the end. Suddenly he turned to me and pulled me to him with a strong hand, burying his 
face in my silky hair. - How beautiful you are Lobelia and your gift. now every time I remember 
this night, I will be forced to retire. He also said something else, gently tormenting my ear and 
kissing my neck, but I was so exhausted. I scrubbed the floors and cooked all day, and then this. 
I wonder what he will do to me if he wakes up tomorrow in bed, and there is no trace of my 
mother's charms. 
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“When there is no trace left of his mother's charms, he will probably decide that a terrible 
demon climbed into his bed at night and, having devoured his beautiful maiden, fell asleep on the 
spot. He will cut down, how to give him a drink, he will kill him on the spot! - I thought through 
my sleep. and immediately jumped up, realizing that the skin was already decently baked by the 
sun and a new day was burning with might and main in the windows of the room for royal 
comforts. I looked back at the sheets left in a mess. here, iron them later. and, seized with an 
anxious foreboding, reached for my face. My skin was still soft to the touch, and my lip hadn't 
crept up. There was no twisted nostril that prevented breathing, there was no hump that did not 
allow straightening. I fluttered out of bed and rushed to a large mirror in a carved frame. Perhaps 
the face is slightly swollen from the champagne drunk at night, but other than that, nothing has 
changed since last night. what's there! I didn't even smell of sweat and my mouth didn't smell 
like a cat's lawlessness, only a few smeared bloody marks were found on the inside of my thighs. 
What powerful spells my mother did. I was already moving towards the dress thrown by the bed, 
wanting to cover my beautiful yet nakedness, when the large door at the end of the room opened 
wide to let in Madame Cardamom and Amaranth. They brought a basin for washing, a towel and 
a tray with breakfast - I was already embarrassed at such concern for my modest person. Eleven 
pairs of interested eyes were looking at me from behind the door, but I did not have time to see 
who was where, because Madame ended the performance by defiantly slamming it shut. - Libi, 
our sun, how did you escape this night? she murmured, placing a bowl of warm water next to me 
and adding some powders to it. - Amaranth, flower, serve the tincture. Here, girl, have a drink. 

The woman handed me an oblong dark bottle of foul-smelling goo. Inside, I got this smell all 
the way - What is this. fu, what a disgusting thing! “Disgusting is not disgusting, and wearing 
royal bastards is not sugar for you. Drink, come on. So this is what it is, a tincture of wormwood 
and dart frog larvae. The girls called it "the bitter fate of whores," because it was necessary to 
drink such rubbish every time after a night of love. Drinking it in no case could not get pregnant! 
Such a remedy was expensive, but it was much more reliable than all these newfangled tinctures 
that had to be used, following the female cycle. - Wash your face and don't forget to wash your 
crotch well. I added chamomile to you, rubbed with a damn finger, it will help you heal and 
cleanse faster. - She said carefully, pushing her shoulder to the basin on the floor. I obediently 
washed my face, and moving on to the second part of the procedures, I glanced warily at 
Amaranth. He grinned mischievously and turned away, rolling his eyes. Maybe I'm in vain, 
maybe he really doesn't care about female nature? But who will sort them out, flowers. 

There was no amulet on my chest; the king must have torn it off me back then, along with the 
dress, or, having worked out of his own, it vanished by itself, like other enchanted little things. 
But he was basically useless after activating the enchantment, and yet...why didn't I still look 
like I used to? I did not use this question to voice Madame Cardamom. “Enchantments are 
complex, Libi. But be sure - everything will pass. You yourself enchant objects, maybe the 
amulet affected you in this way, because you have magical power, even though it is there with a 
match head. Such strong influences always have side effects. Agree, yours is quite good! Indeed, 
it was difficult to say something against. After washing, I dried myself with a soft towel, dressed 
in a simple linen dress given to me by the young man, such as our maids wore. After all, my 
clothes, sewn with the features of a crooked figure, would not fit at the moment. And just sitting 


down to have breakfast with a fresh cinnamon bun and fragrant coffee, I realized. why are they 
all, in fact, so nice to me? So she asked in the forehead: "Madame, why treat me like this?" The 
woman stretched her mouth in a smile and, with a girlish giggle, began to style my hair in a high 
snail at the back of my head. - My joy, we are celebrating! King Henry was so pleased with you 
that in just one night he forfeited the semi-annual income of our institution. You will know that 
this is almost fifty percent more than your mother received in her time. Even with inflation. If I 
say that my eyes are rounded, then I will not describe anything reliably - they almost fell out of 
their sockets! I, the ugly hunchback, got more for my “flower of love” than Amaryllis, even 
more than our mother, famous throughout Evenor! Yes, my sister will probably gouge out her 
eyes after this, and pierce her ears so as not to hear about it anymore. 

He ordered to surround the "beautiful Lobelia" with tenderness this morning instead of him, 
also ordered the bed linen to be delivered to him from the bed of love, and hastily departed for 
his kingdom. - She listed Cardamom and, having finished with her hair, she began to remove the 
sheets and pillowcases - the trophy of the winner of an innocent maiden. “We now have a trade 
alliance with the Rosamund lands, it seems that Henry the Third has a lot of urgent business. But 
so much the better, who knows when the spell will break. I would not like to be in his presence. 
And that's true. Henry the Third is a good person, there is nothing to break his psyche. It would 
be better if he never sees me enchanted again. let the beautiful Lobelia disappear into the fog 
over the Mil docks, captured by some pirate from the Cardi Islands or a noble merchant from the 
wild lands, who took her away to unknown distance forever. It was a little sad, but right, and it 
was reassuring. Besides, it's time to think about yourself. “Madame Cardamom,” I said, 
narrowing my enchanted almond eyes slyly. - I tried so hard for you this night that I just spared 
no effort! 

“Yes, yes, my dear, we all heard it very well. Even the sorcerer of his majesty was so excited 
that he tried all the girls in turn, he did not even spare Amaranth. - In appearance, the guy did not 
at all seem that he was somehow weighed down last night, rather the opposite. - Well done, you 
probably really have something from Rosa, it's a pity that you didn't come out with a face. So, 
the soil was probed and promised benefits. “Well, I hope you will not refuse me some favors, 
since I have done so much good for the Purple Rose?” The pragmatic Madame Cardamom 
tensed up and even stopped pulling the pillows out of the pillowcases. It was clear that she would 
no longer receive benefits from me, and therefore I would not be able to beat something 
completely serious out of her. But it was worth trying! "And what do you want, you bastard?" 
“There it is, how it all turned out, then. One step from gold to toadstool. However, I'm not used 
to it. 

“T want double my salary, one day off a week, and permission to take coffee and tea from the 
pantry. What I want. I sighed, completely drunk from my own impudence. Look at her! - The 
woman threw up her hands, looking for support in the eyes of the assistant, but he just shrugged. 
- Give me your finger - it will bite off your head! Okay, blackmailer, you cut without a knife. 
that's what, I'm in a good mood today, and your sweet face, it sets me up in a good way. I'll give 
you a day off, let it be on Wednesday and take as much coffee and tea as you want, but not from 
silver chests. and so as not to be stored, but to be consumed right away! And then I know you, 
your soul is gone, you will still start selling. And don't think that I didn't see what you were 
carrying without my permission! But I won't raise your salary and don't ask, and so you live on 
everything ready.I'd rather give you an extra day off on Valdos Saturday and money for a party, 
will two delarii suit you? - Three! I blurted out. - Tfu! You will be three. And now everything is 
already finished, finished your coffee with a bun? Enough of your morning tenderness, march to 


work - yesterday the sorcerer blew the whole round room for us, so that until the evening 
everything was as before! Dodging the pillow flying after me, I quickly disappeared from the 
room, pushing the girls eavesdropping outside the door. They were so dumbfounded, looking at 
me with wide eyes, which even more cheered me up. 

Wow, I pissed off our madam! But talking about money always pissed her off. if it was not 
about profit, of course. But it was worth it, especially since everything turned out the best way 
possible - our conversation had a witness, which means that the main lady will not deny it when 
the time comes, so to speak, to pay the bills. 

The day was spent in worries. The round room really was something depressing now - the 
legs of the oval bed in the center were broken. just like the sofa, and the armchair, and even the 
table between them! Curtains were yanked off the curtains, and the curtains were pulled out of 
the walls. There were handprints on the windows, as if someone was being pressed against the 
panes with violent force, several tattered dresses lay on the floor, you had to be careful when 
walking on the carpet, it hid fragments from broken glasses and spilled wine.. In other words, 
this place was more like a field battles, and not a corner in the house of carnal pleasures. 

Well, there was nothing to do, I had to take up the cleaning. Someone kept peeking into the 
room, but they did not dare to speak to me. They will hide, and when they see what I noticed, 
they are carried away with a giggle. And I was waiting. 

I was waiting for my pretty face to leave me and my former physiognomy, my usual hump, 
without which it was so easy, easy and convenient to move, would return. Here, and cleaning 
quickly argued. Realizing that the enchanted grace is not going to leave me yet, I went 
downstairs to the guards. As usual, two were on duty in the house, a couple outside the porch and 
three rested in a special room. Just in case. And the cases in the house were different: many 
ardent jealous blue-blooded or remarkable magical abilities imagined that the charmer could not 
give her caresses to anyone else and staged scenes of jealousy - this is where brute male power is 
needed. But guests can be beaten only in the most extreme case, and therefore our guards were 
more and more thugs who could endure the blows of ardent lovers for a long time and 
stubbornly, taking their wrath upon themselves, instead of thin and fragile maidens. I knocked 
softly on their room and, feigning embarrassed spontaneity, asked them to help me move the 
furniture. Men for the first time surveying such beauty in a maid's dress, got up and did not go, 
but literally ran to my aid. Well, what kind of injustice is this, beautiful girls do not need the 
assistance of strong men as much as ugly girls who are doomed to do hard work all their lives! It 
was insanely pleasant to lead the guards who usually didn't put me in a penny. I did not give 
them a break, forcing them to pull out all the broken furniture from the round room to the 
basement and then politely asked from the same basement to get spare, but older and more worn 
furniture upstairs. Well, in gratitude, I just smiled at them with all my heart - that's all! With my 
real face, I would have to take the risk of bringing them bloody sausage and beer from the 
master's pantry without asking. How good it is to be beautiful! 

It was evening outside the window. When I finished cleaning, I looked at the fruits of my 
labors - the room did not look new, but no one would have thought that love battles were 
unfolding here last night. Looking at myself in a large mirror on the wall, I found that even with 
drops of sweat on her forehead and a trace of gray dust on her cheek, such Lobelia looks simply 
charming. I wonder if I had not been born a freak, would I have looked like this or is it all just 
the fruit of a powerful spell? Decided! Until evening fell on the city, she went to wash, changed 
her dress to the same, but clean, and quickly ran across the block to the carpenter. Ask to come to 
our basement tomorrow to repair the furniture. The carpenter refused to let me go back alone and 


volunteered to go repair the furniture today - that's the power of female beauty, that's what I 
understand! Usually this goofy cabinetmaker, even for a good pay, was in no hurry to take up his 
duties, but here such agility. 

As they walked, he kept stroking his thin beard, and he strove to hug him. He asked who is 
the mother, who is the folder, where they live and whether they need a son-in-law. A couple of 
times especially showing agility and pinching his ass, he got a good punch in the face, but that 
only seemed to irritate him. It's good that madam herself will pay him, and I don't have to watch 
what he's doing in the basement! Having somehow fought off the impudent one, under the 
pretext of urgent matters for our strict madam, whom he was more afraid of than me, she slipped 
out into the street. She sat on the porch, admiring the Mil sunset, blazing behind the palace 
towers, beautifully painting the sky. I watched the kids frolicking in my favorite tags. Eh... 
nothing changes in Mile. Look, even water is defined by the same terrible rhyme! And ten whole 
years have passed since the last time I played tag with my sisters: 


Monster-blood on the face. 

Find your love 

And the maiden, that there is no more beautiful, 
bring forth a child 

What will rise at the end of time 

At the red and gold banners. 

A messenger and a crown are promised 
Only on the forehead of his father 

Let down, laying hands on 

That one will be dead - but this one is alive! 
The darkness will open, the light will go out 
The end of time is the answer! 


Hearing the familiar words, I smiled. And yet I had a happy childhood, even though I always 
turned out to be water in the sledge, because my cunning sisters assured the naive Libi that only 
monsters drove, which in their eyes I was. But what did I have before? I was glad on their part 
and such attention. it's pointless to deny the obvious, despite all our disagreements and how ugly 
and unfair the sisters, at times, behaved with me, I loved and love them. Probably Amaryllis is 
right and I really am not only ugly, but also a stuffed fool. Is not it so? But sunset, sunset, and 
things won't do themselves - I had to return to the house. As soon as I entered the kitchen from 
the back door, I was almost run over by Valerian, who, apparently, was trying to escape from the 
Purple Rose or simply hide in the garden. My sister grabbed me by the shoulders and whispered 
in my face with eyes wide with horror. He's here, he's here again! Moms! Libi, hide me 
somewhere, I belittle! ““Who is he?” I was taken aback, grabbing my sister back and seating her 
at the kitchen table. While the girl was choking on soundless sobs, she brewed tea with calendula 
and chamomile for her, diluted it as she likes and put it in her hands, so that if she didn't drink, at 
least breathe in pairs. “Tell me what happened?” - The sorcerer came again today. I don't know if 
they told you or not, but he did this here yesterday! Oh, Libi, how beautiful you are. you just 
can't get used to it. Here, it's like your voice, but it seems not, as if I'm talking to some stranger, 
but so dear. oh, how much it looks like a portrait of my mother! - Don't get distracted. - I pulled 
it back, silently spreading butter on a hot frying pan from such a complement. 


And how long do you have it? OK OK! - She waved her hands at me and took a sip of tea, 
but the vapors had already had time to act, it was clear that she had calmed down. “Yesterday, 
when Madame took the king upstairs to the room, he tensed up so much - he didn't like that you 
hadn't been shown to everyone before. But he did not object, because Heinrich was intrigued by 
a one-on-one meeting with a beautiful stranger. We then bit our elbows, thought “who?”, then 
Amaranth told us about you and the enchanted medallion. Don't get distracted, keep going. — 
Impatiently I drove her and poured tea. - Well, it means that Heinrich left, and this sorcerer 
became so evil. At that moment, I sang to him, and Muscari massaged my shoulders, and then, as 
you scream. we all thought again, “what a devil, how artistically she admires her master.” And 
this Lucius, as he jumped up to me, clutched at my waist and glared with his icy eyes, and his 
pupils were so dilated that it became scary. “What,” he says, “do you have a free room here?” 
And I take him with a fool, and blurt out: "Up the stairs and to the right to the end," well, he put 
me on his shoulder and almost ran into that room. Even on the threshold, he tore off my dress, 
that, beloved, on which you embroidered seagulls and purple roses for me. Well, then, how let's 
look after me. - Beat? I gasped, putting my hands to my mouth. 

What kind of beat! Take! And from behind, and in front, while waiting, enduring, I kept 
thinking now that I would let it go and catch my breath - but no. He let it down into me and let's 
grab it by the hair and enjoy my mouth, so much so that it's impossible to breathe through my 
nose. I lowered it again, I almost choked! And let's get back to the back again. He stuck my face 
out the window, not otherwise so that passers-by looked and like on a riding mare, again and 
again, I didn't wait for the denouement - I lost consciousness. I woke up, I looked at Amarante 
from behind, he was pinned to the column from the bed, and the bed was already broken. And 
pokes him, pokes him, poor boy! I was even afraid to get up, crawled out on all fours, and there 
in the corridor all of our people were already hiding - he tried them all that night. Look, 
Amaryllis still can't walk normally. He paid generously, but no one expected, that this fanatic 
after this will return again! Hide me, Libi, I conjure, hide. I'm definitely going to die after one 
more night like this! the sister pleaded. Off course I will, dear!” And I thought to myself that I 
myself would bury myself with her, away from trouble. After all, the spell has not yet come off. 
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It was a good plan to hide, a wise one. That's just not successful! No, and we came up with a 
legend with her - we thought to say that we went to the market and were afraid to walk the late 
streets, because of which we had to rent a room there, on the market square. And they quickly 
gathered, slipping out through the back door. Our trick madam, perhaps, would have 
immediately revealed, but she would not scold strongly - that's for sure. Still, the plan failed as 
soon as my sister and I jumped out of the Purple Rose. He, as if reading our thoughts or 
foreseeing intentions, stood at the secret gate. He folded his arms on his chest and smiled at some 
of his magical thoughts, carefully studying the mice that slipped right into his cat's paws. - Well, 
hello, beautiful Lobelia. The sorcerer's voice was low, drawn out, quivering in the very core of 


his listeners. “And I came to talk to you, by the way. Are you in a hurry somewhere? Under the 
gaze of this tall, gray-haired dandy dressed all in black, my sister was completely annihilated 
into a grain of sand. She hid behind me, even though she was a whole head taller. Frankly, I was 
also completely uneasy, I actually decided that my death had come, because with these icy eyes 
the sorcerer must have seen how real I was. I felt incredible power around him! Only if then, in 
the evening, she simply impressed me, but now, when he was so close, she almost knocked me 
off my feet. - Hello, my lord! How can I help you? I asked, hiding my anxiety very badly. - To 
begin with, let's return to your wonderful house, there is no need for our conversation to have 
extra witnesses. - He said, cutting off our retreat - he invited us with a gesture to proceed to the 
main entrance. Valerian sobbed quietly after these words, who knows, maybe he really meant 
what she thought. 

At the Lilac Rose, Madame Cardamom had already made us coffee and cakes in the office, 
which was reserved for meetings of gentlemen and their important negotiations. The titled men 
who visited our establishment preferred to discuss business first, and then relax in the living 
room and move on to the pleasures on the upper floors. Sat at the coffee table. Valerian and I are 
on a purple sofa, and the fanatical sorcerer is in an armchair. - Let's let go of gentle Valerian, our 
conversation with you may not be for her ears. - The gray-haired one offered my sister as well, as 
the wind blew it away. However, I understand her, I myself would do the same. “But don't go too 
far, my dear! I might want to have a word with you too! he called after her and smiled 
carnivorously as he sipped a cup of strong black coffee. I would not be so fond of invigorating 
drinks. Apparently, even without this, he could not hold energy. We are sitting. We are silent. He 
looks at me with his bright blue icicles, I look at him with my blue eyes, as the king said, the 
color of those very Rosamund lobelias. What an amazing exhibit you are! The sorcerer broke the 
silence. 

Well, everything. It started, I realized. Now there will be an exposure, then an enchanting 
removal of the spell. Probably he will chain him up in chains, put him in a cage, and he will be 
lucky to Henry the Third, to show what kind of bug stuck to him last night. “And then, they will 
make a stuffed animal out of me and put it to decorate someone's closet.” I dreamed. 

For a long time I could not understand what was happening around, because so much magic 
around was released that I already ahem. lost control of myself. I hate it when people hide things 
from me. Everyone thought that they were leading us by the nose like that, what were they 
planning. And you are out there. Oh damn. — It seems that the mood of the sorcerer was elated. 
He was probably one of those who loved scandalous revelations and public executions. So, 
whose idea was it? It flashed through my head that everything should be blamed on Madame and 
then that I still would not be pardoned after last night with the king, and Cardamom really cares 
about Amaryllis and Valerian. Without her, they would probably degrade to the level of ordinary 
harbor whores and rot in a ditch. Mom wouldn't like that. So I changed tactics and decided to 
take over everything. Anyway, I'm a freak, so what's good in my life, except for coffee and a bun 
in the morning? - My. I came up with everything myself. And Madame Cardamom dissuaded 
me, she wanted to confess to you that she did not have a virgin for the king. And I insisted, I said 
that no one would know anything. The sorcerer stared at me searchingly and even leaned 
forward, putting down his cup of coffee. “Lobelia, would you like to move to Bazenor, the 
capital of the kingdom of Rosamund?” Is this some kind of verbal charade? Why on earth would 
I want to go where I would almost certainly be quartered or dragged down the street behind a 
dung cart? “To be honest, I'm fine here, too. — I said, pressing myself into the back of the sofa 
behind me. - Here are the sisters, the house. I'm used to it and don't want to go anywhere. The 


man thoughtfully leaned back in his chair and, twisting a ring with a large onyx on his finger, 
resolutely got up. 

“Well, I won't say that I don't understand you, but still I hoped to get to know you better. - He 
said sadly and added more cheerfully. - I have to bow out for this, but I will be glad to see you 
again if I am passing through. I really liked your establishment. The sorcerer swayed towards me 
and, despite the fact that I mechanically leaned away from him, he caught my hand in his chilling 
fingers and pressed it to his hot lips. It was probably the longest kiss between the back of my 
hand and a man since. ever. But I was sure that usually gallant gentlemen cope with this duty 
faster. Still not believing that my life was not in danger, I did not immediately leave the office. In 
the living room outside its doors, I imagined the royal guard, who were just waiting for the 
moment to take the hunchback-deceiver under white hands and shackle it. But nothing like that 
happened. Only Madame shouted at the fact that the sun had not yet set, and I already allow 
myself to cool off. 

The days flowed on as usual. but my muzzle did not return to normal! And as a result, I 
began to experience difficulties. The girls looked at me strangely - either with envy, or with 
horror. It's as if I'm not the same Libi that wiped their snot after rude clients and local squabbles, 
and held my hair while they got rid of the excesses of the past bacchanalia, but some obsessed 
one. But, I must say, Amaryllis subdued. Apparently our hens pecked at her completely, because 
now she was not the most beautiful of the three sisters. Of all of them, I could now communicate 
normally only with Valerian and Amaranth. A good guy turned out to be stupid, but good- 
natured. Honestly, he told me that he hadn't really talked to me before, because he was afraid that 
I was actually cursed and my ugliness might pass on to him. And now I'm beautiful, so, they say, 
why not chat with me? Because of the cute appearance, new problems appeared. It became scary 
to walk along the streets of Mile even during the day - they whistled after me, tried to get to 
know me, and once they even forcibly dragged me into the gateway - well, the city guards 
arrived in time. “What are you, such a princess and without an escort?” the captain said then, not 
at all hiding the subtext of his attentive gaze at my chest and hips. Which, by the way, were 
hidden by a decent baggy maid dress! 

Before I was enchanted, I had no idea that I lived in such a dangerous city! The old Libi 
walked along the Mile at any time of the day with her head held high and her hump held high. 
And the current one was forced, like a small animal that everyone around strives to devour, to 
rush from cover to cover just to go to the grocery store. But my personal difficulties did not end 
there. Of course, I didn't work anywhere, but in a place where all these lustful predators were 
concentrated, in addition to everything else, rich and powerful. Realizing all my measure of 
responsibility for a pretty face and a fine figure, I tried not to stick my head out when the 
gentlemen came to the "Purple Rose". At least from the kitchen. Madame repeatedly suggested 
that I go and help Amaranth serve the guests, but I immediately told her that it would be better to 
die on the spot. After all, if someone likes a nice guy, he will gladly share a bed with a guest, and 
I don't do such things anymore. I and the king had had enough with his chain sorcerer, who took 
pity on me for who knows what merit. You never know when the spell wants to dissipate! But 
what about under a knight? So he might even have a sword with him! And I didn't want to tell 
the truth, the life of my sisters. Even if she walked in silks, she would still not feel clean after 
such work. It's better to scrub and revenge - everything was brighter in the soul. On the other 
hand, it's not for me to judge - it's up to everyone to choose for themselves what kind of work is 
easier and more enjoyable. 


On top of that, one of our guards fell in love with me. This idiot took shifts for others. 
Changed at an unfavorable rate, just to be on duty in the living room during the day and throw 
meaningful glances at me. Still would. On me, you can, I'm not a flower from Madame 
Cardamom's flower garden! It was not forbidden to spoil the maids and laundresses, if they 
themselves gave their consent to this. I would never have thought that I would ever say such a 
thing - but I, a crooked-faced hunchback, was choked by the love of this broad-shouldered 
swarthy Ishmir youth. If earlier I would have been creeping in front of him and blowing dust 
particles off such a handsome man, now I turn up my nose. Although, in essence, nothing in my 
life has changed. But who am I kidding - I really have become different. I started to appreciate 
myself. And now, when my ugliness returns, my protection from this world, I will no longer treat 
myself the way I used to. I will value my opinions and feelings more - that's what undeserved 
beauty taught me. Well, and also the fact that lips with a bow are certainly good, but with a hump 
among a whole city of lustful men, life is somehow calmer. They, these sponges, do not allow 
you to be taken seriously. But I'm really a serious lady. This is what I was trying to say in the end 
to the dumbfounded, but squeezed me in the closet between the rooms, the guard. His name was, 
by the way, Gabdal. "Let go fool!" I squealed, not reaching the floor with my small feet. The 
Ishmiri pinned me against the wall and held me gently by squeezing my shoulders between the 
forearm of his right hand and the wall. 

The left had already begun its unhindered journey up my thighs. “I will complain to madam, 
and she will fire you!” Gabdal smiled and his white teeth flashed brightly against the 
background of a symmetrical face, as if carved from ebony. “You're not going anywhere, little 
princess. You will still be mine! Seeing me among the crowd of maids, this amorous idiot took to 
the fashion to call me a princess or address me only as "your highness." This annoyed me 
immensely, especially when his affectionate nicknames caught up with me while taking out the 
chamber pots of our flowers. “Do you know that madam treats me like a daughter?” So, I will 
ask her not to fire you, but to kill you! Be sure she has the right connections! — and at this the 
Ishmiri continued to smile. Meanwhile, his hand had already climbed under my dress and took 
possession of the soft pink folds, which immediately became tricherously wet. Such an effect 
inspired the insolent and he, having taken out his fingers from under my hem and defiantly 
licked them, returned them back, entering my bosom with two fingers as thick as sausages. Of 
course, my body responded with a languid cramp, but, the gods see, this did not happen at all 
according to my desire! I threw useless threats and decided to try to negotiate. “Listen, Gabdal, 
well, I'm not at all who you take me for... remember, an ugly, grouchy hunchback worked here 
at one time. So that was me! I...” I groaned at the fact that he especially successfully plunged his 
fingers into me. No, he was not a special craftsman, it's just that my body was apparently created 
for caresses thanks to charms, and willingly responded to any encroachments on sensitive areas 
and places. - I was enchanted, but the spell was too strong and now I can turn into myself again 
at any moment. Do you remember how ugly I really am? 

So what? - Gabdal replied indifferently, continuing to move his fingers inside me, as if I were 
some kind of puppet, which, with the right combination of movements, would ask her to do 
whatever her new dark-skinned master wanted to do with her. “What do I care how you looked 
before or how you will look after, if you are so good now, princess?” What will be later will be 
later. And even if you turn into a goat while I fill my penis into your tender hole, I will still have 
pleasant impressions of the past. This thoughtful answer got me thinking. I even stopped 
resisting for a minute, I was so struck by the power of the secret meaning hidden in it. But it's 
true, having completely immersed myself in the expectation of the “moment-when-everything- 


ends”, I began to forget to live and take advantage of happy circumstances. "Thank you Gabdal!" 
- I mentally said and tried to kick him on the impressive volume that had matured in his pants. Of 
course, he deftly dodged and again gave me his inimitable smile. But then, suddenly, he 

twitched, as if in convulsions.. 
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Watching this big black man roll his eyes and begin to stagger back and forth rhythmically, I 
was seriously afraid that he would fall on me and crush me to death. But at the very moment 
when Gabdal finally lost his self-control and began to lean on my frail body, which had already 
stopped breathing from the powerful pressure on the chest, two fingers with long anthracite- 
black nails materialized on his forehead, which set his movement in a different direction. My 
failed rapist and his victim fell in different directions, but unlike him, I was conscious. A savior 
began to materialize in front of me right out of thin air. When his image finally appeared, I 
thought that it would be better not to save. He was a man of medium height, but of outstanding 
external data - a broad-shouldered, well-built brunette with wide cheekbones and a beautiful 
chin. oh, almost everything, as I like, except for bright golden eyes with cat- like pupils, three 
pairs of short curved horns, some of them are located for others, well, and the already mentioned 
long black claws. He was dressed simply, in a black velvet frock coat and similar trousers tucked 
into high leather boots. - Someright Barjusie Grod. The obsessed gentleman introduced himself 
and held out his hand to me so that I could get up. The closet was crowded and I would have 
stood up without having to feel the scalding hot hand of a creature that lives between worlds. 
Well, or two worlds, whichever is more convenient for you. But it was somehow impolite and 
squeamish to turn away after everything. Obsessed became voluntarily. Usually this was done by 
sorcerers who wanted to enhance their unremarkable abilities, and beings from the underside of 
the world gladly accepted the conditions presented. 

The conditions, of course, always turned out in the end not in favor of the same sorcerers, but 
for some reason, those who wanted to hook the essence into themselves did not decrease. Vice 
versa! Among this category of people, even entire schools of taming demons were created, and 
works on drafting contracts were written! And young, inspired sorcerers were looking for their 
own way to accurately draw up an agreement that would not leave loopholes for the demon to 
take control of the body. 

What can you say? Game for gambling fools! After all, can he consider himself clever who 
decided that he could deceive the very creators of deception? So Someright Barjusie Groud, who 
was carefully examining me at the moment, clearly failed to draw up an ideal contract. His 
"tamed" demon was already in full possession of the body, having absorbed the remnants of the 
identity of the sorcerer-loser, the element of which, apparently, was an irrepressible passion. 
Although, I personally heard that the demons themselves are eager for carnal pleasures, it was 
not for nothing that they could be found so often in our brothel. “May I know your name, 
beautiful stranger?” Beautiful? However, why be surprised that he is a demon - he switched from 


a magical view to a simple human one and enjoy. My name is Lobelia and I don't work here. - I 
immediately went into battle, - more precisely, I work here, but not as a courtesan. [ama 
housekeeper. a cook. a maid, but, in general, all rolled into one. - Wonderful! — the possessed 
shook his head and stretched his lips in a smile, exposing a row of white sharp teeth. 

I shrugged my shoulders and began to sideways make my way to the exit, trying not to hurt 
my unpleasant savior. In the sense of neither the hand nor the edge of the skirt. Suddenly, he 
leaned towards me quite sharply, so that I froze, preparing this time to really fight back to the last 
drop of blood. and sniffed. Judging by the way his eyes lit up, he clearly liked the scent. But 
anticipating persuasion and indecent proposals that I didn't need, I rushed away from the pantry. 
It was also necessary to warn madam that she had a guard in the blackout in her closet, and call 
people, all of a sudden the poor fellow could still be helped. 

Fortunately or not, nothing terrible happened to Gabdul, and yet he stopped pestering me 
with his love. At first I thought it was out of fear of Somereight, but then I realized that he 
seemed to have forgotten me. It's just that I didn't see it point-blank now when I passed by it. 
Here it is, a man's short memory. I didn't give it - I forgot - the formula for a happy life is simple! 
And yet it was interesting to know what the possessed did to him? For the future, such a trick up 
my sleeve will definitely come in handy! And yet, the incident with the black security guard had 
lasting consequences. So, just a couple of days later, Madame Cardamom called me into her 
bedroom for a serious conversation. She, as always, did not beat around the bush: 

“Libi, my child, it's time for us to face the obvious and stop running from fears. - This is it 
about my external data and "promotion" in the service, I unmistakably understood. “We don't 
know what went wrong and why the spell was still on you, but your beauty, which you so 
recklessly do not use, causes inconvenience to all the guests, the girls, and especially me!” I 
specifically hire ugly, unsightly maids so as not to distract the attention of virtuous gentlemen. 
But what do they see? A cleaning lady walks around the house ten times more beautiful than all 
my flowers! Just imagine how upset they are when they find out they cannot drink her honey, 
because she is a free woman! Well, she already turned it down, just like that ten times. Well, 
maybe a little more beautiful than the most beautiful. Moreover, Amaryllis and I are even 
similar. A little. “Sad guests, dissatisfied guests are bad for business, my child. All these 
gentlemen should leave the Purple Rose happy, with empty balls and pockets, and nothing else! 
Therefore, I have to put a condition before you. The woman sighed, wearily covering her eyes 
with her hand. - I can not kick you out, I am true to the word given to your mother. But you 
should find a job elsewhere or start working on a couple with your sisters. Well, if the spell does 
break, I will gladly return your previous provision. It was a blow below the belt, I was ready to 
cry, because this place was my home and no matter what happened to me, I found a way to feel 
good here! Suddenly, I clearly understood that it is much easier to mutilate myself again than to 
try to get a job as a cook in another institution or even a house. Everywhere there are craftsmen 
to dissolve their hands, only Madame Cardamom will no longer be around. 

Seeing my confusion and probably satisfied with the result, she added: “I've had multiple 
lucrative offers on your account since it all happened, but recently I received two that were 
simply incredible in their generosity. “Well, well, and now we got to the essence of the 
conversation. “One gentleman offered to pay twenty-five thousand deeds for a night with you, 
and another, immediately after him, said that he was ready to pay thirty thousand for you, and at 
any time, in any currency. - Madame Cardamom fell silent, giving time to assess the scope and 
perspective. And it was something to evaluate. Three thousand works is the annual income of the 
Purple Rose, according to Madame herself, but she, of course, could hide the real amount. But 


the content of the pleasure house, taxes, salaries to employees, bribes to officials were deducted 
from the same money, so that they looked through their fingers at the hotbed of lust and vice in 
the very center of the capital. With a sum of fifty-five thousand, Madame Cardamom could equip 
her own small army or open brothels in every capital of every kingdom in Evenor. That would be 
a new round in the development of the business, completely different profits. Probably, this is 
what the woman was thinking, so delicately and prudently stepping on my throat. “Think about 
it, my girl. Two nights, just two! And you can, for example, redeem your sisters from me and at 
the same time remain a free woman yourself. And then - you can continue to work for me or take 
Amaryllis and Valerian and go somewhere where you will find suitors for yourself, create 
families and forget the past. Well, or they will create, and you will come up with something else 
if the spell breaks. Off course, she spoke sweetly, but there was something bitter in this honey, 
and I didn't have the mind to understand what it was. 

Thankfully, I had time to think. The next morning, while cooking breakfast in the kitchen, I 
encountered the unthinkable. No, I could believe in everything in this life, like a man who turned 
from a monster into a beauty in the blink of an eye, but not in this! I was rolling cinnamon rolls 
into buds when Amaryllis came into the room, all teary and trembling. My hands were in flour 
and dough, otherwise I would definitely have defended myself from her, because I was 
absolutely sure that she had finally reached the chapel and came to avenge me for my beauty. but 
attacking me suddenly and impetuously, she embraced and she buried her wet, pinkish, 
miraculously good face on my shoulder, and immediately howled sobbingly: — Libi -and... how 
good you really are-ah! Libi-i. uh. I don't deserve you-u. Valerian looked in after her, her eyes 
were also wet from tears, but she still behaved more adequately and did not try to strangle me in 
her arms. — What happened something? I asked, violently shaking the flour from my palms to 
finally unhook my older sister from me, sit her on a chair and pour tea with chamomile and 
calendula. “Libi, why didn't you tell us right away?” You wanted to surprise me, didn't you? I 
started to get angry. — Yes, what are you talking about? “Muscari told us everything. She was 
told by Amaranth, who was secretly told by Jasmine, who heard this from the guard Beroz, who 
cannot be asked, because he is now on time off. - Yes, what is it? I flared up, finally taking off 
Amaryllis and firmly seating her at the table. Valerian drew air into her lungs so as not to cry too 
and exhaled: “That you are going to ransom us from Madame and even leave us a dowry so that 
we can marry.” 

That's the number! That's so cunning Cardamom! Inflamed with anger at the prudent brothel 
owner, I went to pour tea, and now the spoon with herbs did not fall into the teapot myself. I 
spat, swore and poured it right out of the can. I still slept halfway through. She stopped and 
exhaled. First of all, who would have thought that my sisters don't like what they do so much. 
Secondly, I decided that this idea is worthy of voicing. “Who would have thought that you didn't 
like your job so much!” My sisters looked at each other and looked at me like I was crazy. So 
what is there to like here? Wiping her tears and snot on my apron, which was lying on the table 
at that moment, Amaryllis inquired. - At first, you think about beautiful outfits, delicious dishes, 
the attention of men and an idle life in general, they say, again, a good education. And then you 
face the real truth! Well, why do I need these six languages of mine, if guests are only interested 
in one! And where I just did not put it in my short life. Here, our King Georgette, for example, 
has a very specific idea of preludes. He loves to have his little wrinkled hole licked and 
preferably penetrated with his tongue.I'm probably the only person in the country who can 
honestly tell himself and others that he's licking the king's ass. Few people today can admit this. 
- Yes, yes, - Valerian picked up her confession, - And in general, some perverts choose me for 


themselves all the time, I don't know why they like me so much. I have one regular guest, I 
always want to fall through the ground when he comes - Balazar Anrai, possessed. You should 
have seen what he turns into when he is overcome by desire! This one... — She was already lost 
in search of a suitable epithet — creatures have not one, but two male organs. Moreover, in order 
to be satisfied, he needs to use them simultaneously. As usual, he loves to take me from both 
sides, entering with one of his phallus into my bosom, and with the other between the buttocks, 
and he certainly wants me to achieve pleasure with him. 

Only he even likes it when it doesn't work out, because he does it with me again and again 
until he achieves the desired result. I drooped. yes. and I never thought about what my beautiful 
sisters had to endure. What a selfish selfish person I was. - I want children and a husband to love 
like all normal people love, and not all sorts of nasty things. Your own house, even if it is small, 
finally get a dog. Amaryllis sobbed and almost burst into tears again, but I put tea under her nose 
just in time. We even envisaged you. Valerian admitted. - Our beauty is the same ugliness, only 
in the worst sense for us. She is beauty for others, but misfortune for us. Here you lived as you 
wanted, and no one forced you to do anything against your will, but we suffered and therefore 
teased you, and not at all because we do not love. I was silent, but my emotions were raging 
inside. I was angry with myself for my short-sightedness and being blinded by my own grief, I 
wanted to burst into tears and hug my sisters, to tell them that everything that had been forgiven, 
and I really love them. I wanted to go and punch Madame Cardamom in the face, who used us 
and our inheritance so skillfully, in time to fuss around our sick mother. But it was all empty. It 
was better to leave the past in the past and start acting in the present. Build something new and 
avoid past mistakes. - Yes, it's all true. | want to ransom you from Madame and secure a new life 
for Us 


CHAPTER 7. 
Consequences of tough decisions: 
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“T want to ransom my sisters, but I have other conditions. This time, Madame Cardamom sat 
in an office on the first floor, and not in her bedroom. Around it were laid out accounting books, 
some letters and writing utensils. Hearing my remark, blurted out without any preamble, she put 
down her pince-nez, which helped to study the notes and, folding her well-groomed pens on the 
table, said in a businesslike manner: - I'm listening. “For these two nights we will be paid fifty- 
five thousand works. You release my sisters and me, without any additional payments. And also 
give us fifteen thousand of that amount. All. Madame's eyes lit up, but it was not entirely clear 
what became the fuel - a premonition of benefits or anger at my considerable requests. “Fifteen 
thousand doings is a fabulous sum. She observed carefully. - What are you going to do with her? 
I answered without hesitation and not Julia: - I will divide it equally, each will be enough for a 
house and a life, well, or for a dowry for a good marriage. - I'm not a fool, I understand that after 
so many years of mutual humiliation, we won't be able to live together. It's better to know that I 
did everything possible for the happiness of the sisters, and they have already ruined their lives 
themselves. If they mess up, of course - Not. Your requests are too big. - Madam said and 


returned to the study of documents. So, great, we've already started bargaining.- Not big, but fair. 
Without me, you will not get any work from this money at all. 

One way or the other, I won't change my mind. - No, such a large amount is out of the 
question. Get out of here, do something useful. Accepting the rules of the game, I left the office 
in the most hasty way. - Stop! - She called out to me when I already stepped over the threshold 
with one foot. - OK then. But you don't make any more conditions, I understand! Now go. but 
not to the kitchen. Now you are another flower of mine, albeit not for long. We need to prepare 
you, nevertheless, we will sell nights for a lot of money. I smiled contentedly and nevertheless 
stepped over the threshold. - Stop! She called out to me again. - And what, you are not at all 
interested in who is ready to pay such money for you? I honestly thought about it, but after 
listening to the stories of the sisters, I decided it was better not to know. After all, it's only two 
nights - not the worst price for freedom and a comfortable life. - No, let it be. I said and left the 
office. - OK. Madame Cardamom whispered thoughtfully under her breath. 

I always wanted to taste the life of a priestess of love. Do not stand for once with roosters, do 
not get dirty from head to toe, doing hard work around the house, eat leftovers from other 
people's tables, dress up in a beautiful dress and do your makeup. True, the latter, perhaps, would 
not have given me pleasure, since I was crooked and hunchbacked, and any things and cosmetics 
made me no better than I really am. Now I have a chance. Life is generally an amazing thing, 
because if you think about it, so many of my innermost desires have come true for some time. 
they probably say the truth that if someone is born ugly or blissful, then instead of beauty, he has 
lots of luck. Think for yourself, in a short time I became incredibly beautiful, I lost my innocence 
not with a port drunkard, but with a beautiful and gentle king, I made peace with my family, and 
now I will soon become incredibly rich and free. Well, isn't it a miracle? 

Madame assigned me the very apartment - the bedchamber of "Full Moon and Inspired 
Stars." As was the custom, our courtesans lived in the rooms in which they received their 
masters, but since our brothel had twelve flowers and twenty-four bedchambers, this was not a 
strict rule. Now I fell asleep and woke up under the open sky. It didn't rain and so far I've 
enjoyed it. The habit of getting up early, developed over many years of a monotonous routine, 
did not disappear anywhere, but I did not suffer from it either. I woke up before everyone else 
and lay in bed for a long time reading books or painting with watercolors in the garden - as soon 
as I took brushes and paints, I realized that I had a real talent for this! Who would have thought 
that the crooked hunchback has a talent for something! Then, at the direction of Madame 
Cardamom, girls came to me and taught me in turn all sorts of secret arts of pleasure. It turns out 
that even holding a male trunk in your hand is a whole science. Never would have thought. 
Although, frankly, I didn't understand why I needed all this, because they were ready to buy a 
night with me anyway, I didn't refuse to communicate with the girls, and it was fun, with a smart 
look to discuss all sorts of obscene things. And well, as it will be useful for something in fact.. 
In addition, I took a lot of beauty treatments every day, not alone, of course, with my sisters or 
other girls. We made them ourselves or special masters, enchantresses and healers came to us at 
the Lilac Rose. The effect was definitely noticeable, although I was miraculously good before 
them. My skin has become even whiter and softer, my hair is silkier, and my figure is more 
seductive. Although, to be honest, it's probably all just self-deception. So as not to be upset 
because of how much time I killed for all this. 

So the days passed one after another, and I began to think that Madame had forgotten about 
our agreement, when suddenly she herself came into my room early in the morning and said, the 
good news is that everything will happen today. And I should be glad.but no. From the fact that 


the moment had come, I felt somehow too uneasy. I simultaneously wanted and did not want to 
know about what someone could pay such money for. But I'll find out anyway. In the evening 

“A whole day of preparations, the house stood on its ears, and all the guests were sent away - 
today one single courtesan will work on the back for everyone.” - This is how the summary of 
the performance that was played all day long in the "Purple Rose" could look like. And now, the 
moment has come - I was left alone in the bedchamber, waiting for my prince or executioner. I 
sat on the bed, leaning against the twisted post and watching the candles on the mantelpiece 
slowly burn out. From the exciting expectation, which had already turned into flour, she could 
not do anything - neither eat, nor drink, nor read, nor draw. My master was not there. And it was 
already starting to piss me off. Maybe there won't be one at all, someone just for fun paid 
twenty-five thousand to make me suffer all night waiting for this mysterious voluptuary. - Well, 
the demon will take you! I cursed when all of a sudden. Two hot fingers with anthracite-black 
nails landed on my lips, and everything inside me broke off from recognition of this signature 
gesture. - Hush hush. They say don't remember and you won't see. 

It slowly materialized in space, Somereight Barjusie Grode. And after all, as soon as I 
remembered his name! Everything was with him, a good figure, a beautiful, even pleasant face. 
but his golden eyes, black long nails and three pairs of horns greatly overshadowed everything. 
Then I also remembered the story of Valerian, very out of place. - And what, you, my lord, have 
been waiting all this time for me to remember the demon in order to appear? I asked hotly, and 
was horrified at my own insolence. - Wow, what are you! But she said that you are anything but 
a courtesan. - He said and smiled with his white sharp teeth. Oh, and I forgot about my teeth. 
Terrible, in a word. The possessed took me by the handle, forced me to rise and circled around 
the axis, considering how wonderfully my charms were demonstrated by a translucent silk tunic 
with deep cuts in the neckline, back and hips. Already he smacked his lips with pleasure, and 
then pulled me to him and lowered his face to his neck, languidly inhaling my aroma. - Oh 
sweet! He whispered and ran the tip of his tongue into my ear. - I wonder if you are sweet 
everywhere? Or somewhere still bitter? Guess I'll have to check it out myself. - And grabbed my 
ass, tightly pressing my hips to him. In my stomach, I clearly felt how the inside of his pants was 
gaining strength and his huge interest in me was growing. 

Some right, I began to call him that for brevity, because I did not understand where he had 
his first name in this pun, and where his last name, eagerly watched my reaction. Probably 
wanted to understand in advance whether I would be surprised by its size. Well, when interest 
almost reached his navel - surprised. But at least [now knew what I would have to face. It was a 
little comfort. A little. Having enjoyed the moment, the horned one pulled away and straightened 
up, not taking his unblinking gaze from me. “I want you to undress me yourself.” - Immediately 
after these words, in a mouth stretched in a smile, the tip of his tongue blinked like a snake and I 
almost twisted a gust of vomiting. They really are disgusting creatures. But there was nothing to 
do, she began to undress. For this evening, he chose a scarlet camisole, which wonderfully suited 
his nature. I pulled off my jacket, took off my waistcoat, pulled off a silk shirt, under which I 
found a body, albeit not as large as that of King Henry of Rosamund, but elastic and embossed. 
Some right's chest was covered in sparse black vegetation. The time has come for the most 
interesting thing for him - I unbuttoned the belt, the buttons on the fly and. the pants themselves 
fell off the possessed. He didn't seem to be wearing underwear. Well, or he didn't put it on 
specially for a meeting with me. With ever-increasing enthusiasm, the man watched my reaction 
to the flesh revealed to me. Well, why are they so obsessed with their personal belongings, 
really. 


The weapon was really frightening, I vaguely imagined how I should have put it all in 
myself, but my master had already clearly imagined something, because I saw how the large pink 
head of his penis began to pulsate. I wonder if this is actually normal? The man pulled himself 
together and, stroking along the entire length, approached me. Dealing with the tie of the tunic 
with one hand, with the other he began to drive the head of his penis along my thigh and 
stomach, making a kind of massage. I have to admit that it was pleasant. Finally, the tunic fell at 
his feet and the possessed tugged his nose in fascination, his snake red tongue, apparently 
indicating an extreme degree of arousal, began to protrude from behind his lips, even when Some 
right was not smiling. What was going on in his head is incomprehensible, he seemed to hang for 
a while looking at me, as if deciding how best to take off my skin, butcher and serve. And then 
he suddenly decisively pushed me onto the bed and, diving under my legs, put them on his 
shoulders. Oh, well, I certainly liked it last time, but now my lover was a half-demon with teeth 
that looked like razor-sharp teeth and a snake tongue. Brrr. what an abomination! As if reading 
my mind, he said. “Perhaps I will start exploring you from this sweet hole. Don't be afraid, I like 
to drink juice, not chew meat. “That didn't make it any easier at all, so I grabbed onto the sheets 
harder and come what may.” He began gently, touching my folds just barely. He explored them 
from top to bottom and, having pulled in the well-known loop, began to gently suck on it. 
Perhaps it was sweet. and I began to relax a little, feeling a feeling of heaviness in the lower 
abdomen. Then he did what I feared as soon as I recognized his intentions - he slid his thin 
tongue into me. Perhaps it was not so bad at all, but even very good! 

His tongue slipped like a flexible ribbon among my tender, heated lips, now slipping up and 
down, then sinking into the cherished depth. These movements were painfully sweet, I wanted 
more all the time, I wanted to push harder, move faster, but in the end I was already ready for 
him to plant everything that he had shown me for so long and I would ask for more. “You're so 
wet and sweet there that it's just hard to resist...”” He croaked between my legs, literally burning 
with excitement. No, I'm not kidding, his skin had been taken on a bright scarlet hue, which 
made the cat's golden eyes now look even more wild and imperious. - Mmm. what is your hole 
to taste now. - he said and returned to his previous lesson and I quickly approved this, uttering a 
groan full of languor.His tongue continued to move inside me and crawl around outside of me, 
and the hands of the possessed greedily squeezed my hips. And then he went down and began to 
stroke a completely different hole. I wanted to be indignant, but. it was so sensual, so unusual, 
especially when he began to gently and quickly penetrate inside. Perhaps this could be tolerated. 
I completely surrendered to this feeling, feeling how he now rises higher, caressing my breasts, 
which have become so sensitive from excitement, kissing my neck, gently nibbling on my ear. 
Ah... one more moan of pleasure and then I realize that he does all this at the same time and I 
open my eyes. Three demons fussed and slithered around me! Three! All on the same face of 
Someright, but now each of them had only one pair of shiny black horns. So that's what his name 
meant! Someright, Barjuzi, Grode - write and read correctly with commas! I wanted to be 
outraged, but what was the point... they had already paid for me and now they will do whatever 
they want tonight. - We have tasted you in many places and everywhere you tasted sweet, now 
we want to compare the sensations. - They said in unison, and now it was really scary. 

The one kneeling at my feet, let's call him Someright, raised himself a little and sent the 
throbbing head of his cock right into my womb. He took his time, lustfully following my 
reaction. Barjuzi, the one who kissed and crushed my breasts, was momentarily distracted, but 
decided to continue, now he gently nibbled on my nipples and then sucked them, relieving 
tension, gently squeezing and unclenching my breasts, repeating the sweet torture. Groud put my 


head on his knees and began to gently stroke and knead my temples. His hot cock was pressed 
against my cheek. The heavy, throbbing head squeezed tightly into my void, but thanks to 
moisture, without tension, it passed on. Somereight hissed, rolling his eyes. He seemed to be 
fine. But from this angle, I was scared. He began to move in slow jerks, each time stepping back 
a little, but going deeper. Dark and sweet. He did this until he entered to the end, ran into a 
barrier inside me, and then he seemed to go crazy, catching some kind of wave of his own. 
Barjuzi no longer nibbled on my chest, he squeezed it and held it, and Grode put his hands on my 
shoulders so that I would not dare to move. The demon between my legs entered me sharply, 
often, literally driving Grode into my knees. It didn't hurt me, but perhaps the pace was too fast 
for me to enjoy. But he didn't need that at all. He thrust himself into me again and again, hissing, 
growling, pounding hard again and again. I felt that he must not have entered into me 
completely, and this seemed to anger him, he wanted more.His hard hands painfully squeezed 
my hips and I realized that he was close to the goal, I felt how his flesh began to vibrate finely 
inside me and these were such unusual sensations that I almost fell into my moan, but did not 
have time to reach the climax, in different from Somereight. Hot semen surged into my womb 
and I felt a languid heaviness in the lower abdomen, and then emptiness as the demon rushed 
out, giving way to Barjuzi. 

This one no longer hesitated, entered immediately, to its full length, very tightly and often 
moved, forcing Somereight's seed to leave me, flowing down the crease between the buttocks. 
His penis seemed to be shorter, but thicker, because I felt how he beat his groin against me and I 
was almost unbearably cramped with him inside. His continuation also began to vibrate finely, 
causing me pleasure on the verge of ecstasy. Finally, he threw back his head, pouring into me 
hotly, pushing the remnants of the seed into the barrier inside.It was Grode's turn and he turned 
me over on my stomach in a businesslike way, inserted two fingers between the folds, moved 
and pulled out, and then smeared my second hole with slippery and thick and rested his head 
hard on it, waiting for me to take it myself. No matter how it sounded, but it was not at all 
difficult - by that time I was already completely distraught from the desire for detente. The knot 
in the stomach was compressed so that it became excruciatingly painful. His movements were 
not fast, smooth. He came in and out again, exploring me and giving me pleasure. "So that's what 
Amaranth is hunting for," I thought not cheerfully. But I didn't care. I wanted more. Even 
stronger, even deeper, I needed everything possible in order to reach the long-awaited climax, 
otherwise I would simply die, exhausted.Grod lifted me by the shoulders, continuing to slide in 
me, and Somereight lay down from below, and maybe Barjuzi. no Somereight - he introduced his 
long cock into me without encountering any obstacles and moved in rhythm with Grod. 

I was so tight, slippery inside and outside of them, of myself. They deepened one by one, 
creating some incredible symphony of feelings inside me, leaving me on the verge of relaxation, 
but not letting me reach it. And I wanted to dive over the edge! Barjuzi took my hair and put a 
tense pink head to my parted mouth, and I eagerly began to lick and suck it, as Jasmine showed 
with the example of a cucumber. Only there was a whole zucchini, and I readily accepted it into 
my body. All this could not last long, I felt familiar vibrations in my mouth, in my womb and 
ass, they were close, but this time they were in no hurry, allowing me to enjoy, to reach the end. 
and I exploded with this all-consuming feeling, deafeningly loud, to sparks in the eyes already on 
the waves of receding ecstasy, feeling how all three pour into me and it seems that she lost 
consciousness. 


CHAPTER 8. 


I lose the ground under my feet and find it again: 
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Losing consciousness is not as unusual as waking up after that and realizing that you spent 
more than an hour or two inness unconscious. This brief moment I allowed myself to fall into 
peaceful nothingness actually lasted at least five hours, because when I finally opened my eyes, 
it was dawn outside the skylight right above me. 

I lay on the crumpled sheets with my arms outstretched, looking at the brightening sky above 
me and afraid to move. I really wanted everything that happened to me to turn out to be just a 
dream, that I really didn't go for it. this is madness and the night guest did not come, but simply 
gave me twenty-five thousand delarii. No, I never thought that Madame Cardamom's flowers 
would get the money in the Purple Rose for that! I perfectly saw the state in which the girls 
sometimes remained after a night with guests, take at least the orgies of Georgette the Second, 
which I had not heard enough of and hated after them. For example, once I had to take out a 
bottle of champagne from Amaranth. it's good that it was pink Milsky Bud champagne, which 
was sold in a long narrow bottle, and not in a regular one. Guests sometimes reached the extreme 
in their cruelty and thirst for satisfaction of the basest carnal needs. And yet, it was impossible to 
lie down and be afraid any longer - the body began to numb from tension, and I slowly sat up in 
bed. It was a nightmare. all my causal places hurt, and my legs and chest were covered. trying 
not to go into details even for myself, I rushed to the basin on the dressing table, in which the 
water from the evening wash remained. I soaked a towel in it and rubbed myself furiously until I 
was sure there was no trace left. The cold water was invigorating, the rubbed red skin burned. but 
I still felt dirty. Now I wanted to drink the “bitter fate of whores” as if it were not a slurry from 
the larvae of poison dart frog and wormwood, but a magical nectar desired by the Gods. 

What is left of yesterday's peak of pleasure for me? Bitter thoughts that three demons used 
me as a thing and their dirt remained on my body, but even worse, in 

because I can never forget it. Here it is, the true price of beauty for sale. did my mother really 
earn her bread and shelter like that? What about my sisters? Is anyone in the whole world ready 
for this for the sake of prosperity? “They won't have to do it again,” I reminded myself and 
looked sternly at myself in the mirror opposite. Disheveled, with a furious blush on my cheeks, I 
was still beautiful with that doll-like beauty that is highly prized by voluptuaries. But it's not me, 
so why be sorry? Could something like this have fallen to the terrible ugliness that I was before I 
put on the enchanted amulet? With a shudder, I remembered how I secretly dreamed that a 
stranger would stick up to me in a dark alley and do something to me that in the light of day no 
one would even dare to argue. I just wanted to not see the face, so that I could imagine any other 
in its place. I was such an idiot! All this vaunted feeling of flight, contact with the divine, 
immersion in the very essence of magic and other epithets that people pick up for orgasm is not 
worth the dirt that this feeling can hide behind! I remembered King Henry. my affectionate king, 
my first lover, and almost burst into tears. Even if not loving, but he gave tenderness, he did not 
seek emotions only for himself, he wanted to be involved in my experiences. Although, perhaps 
even that was a special form of perversion? 

And I pulled myself up again. What do I hope for? Am I so used to my enchanted beauty that 
I'm already making plans for it? Find the man you love. Become his faithful wife. To raise 
children away from this filth, so that they would not even allow the thought of earning shelter 


and food while lying on their backs. None of this is for Lobelia, the brothel princess! All this is 
not for Libi, crooked hunchback from "Purple Rose" Madame Cardamom! But for whom? Is it 
not for the little girl that still lives in me? A pure creature who believes that her mother was 
taken to a magical land by fairies because she was too beautiful for this world. The one who still 
does not understand why she is not allowed out of the house alone and locked in a closet behind 
the kitchen when guests arrive. Everyone in the world has its own role, its own destiny. Probably 
mine is that after years of oppression and resentment, to forgive the sisters and help them 
become free. So that they successfully marry and give birth to happy rosy-cheeked babies who 
will not know loneliness and bitter tears. As for me, I will also find my happiness with five 
thousand delarii. I will buy a small house somewhere in the outskirts of the forest, I will get cats, 
dogs. or parrots - they don't care if the one who feeds them is beautiful and gives affection. I will 
bake my cinnamon rolls and drink coffee while enjoying the sunrise in the morning. No, it was 
not happiness on the horizon, but it gave me hope. Warm rays on cheeks wet with bitter tears. 
Tears will dry up and no longer appear, because I have a goal that I must not forget. One more 
night and we'll be free. All together and each in its own way. And even if it is the worst in my 
life, I can handle it. 

I'm not one of these flowers, after all. Having found an unshakable foothold, I gained calm 
determination. Where else can we, enchanted hunchbacks, look for support, if not in our own 
hardened heart, driven only by us suffering? I was overcome by a thirst for activity, despite the 
early morning. although, what does it mean early? Look, relax! When I was a cook-washer- 
maid-housekeeper, by this hour I had already redid a bunch of things. And now she tore off the 
dirty bed linen from the huge bed, fluffed up the featherbed and pillows, put the room in order, 
so to speak, and sat down to wait for Madame. She, by the way, came soon enough. all so 
radiant, honey - still, to get such money for a night with a crooked hunchback. Yes, she is simply 
a master among all the owners of brothers! It's time for her to open her school of successful 
madams! This time it was not Amaranth who helped her, but Iris, the youngest in the Purple 
Rose... well, besides me. The girl was miraculously beautiful - bright brown eyes under the edge 
of black eyelashes, long dark hair without a single wave, like a waterfall falling on fragile thin 
shoulders. The nose, perhaps, was a bit large, but this shortcoming was fully excused by the 
large, full chest, to which many men are so partial. Iris brought the "Purple Rose" father, saying 
that the nature of the girl is too passionate and corrupted for him to cope with, so let her at least 
roll into the abyss of debauchery not on a cold port street, but in rich apartments. Such a dubious 
paternal care, especially since they paid for it in full in gold. At first, I did not believe in his story 
- it was difficult for me to imagine such a sweet girl dissolute. but judging by how willingly and 
without a pointer, young Iris took up work, she was the right place in Madame Cardamom's 
house. 

I was allowed to wash my face without asking any blushing questions. It seems that from one 
of my hard eyes it was clear that I was not delighted with the experience and could well tear out 
a tuft of hair to any excessively curious visitor to my bedchamber. And not out of my head. I 
drank the bitter balm from unwanted bastards without even wincing, and smacked my lips for 
greater effect. The effect was - Iris was confused and she covered her mouth and ran out of the 
room. I know that she always almost had to force him to drink. Madame shook her head 
disapprovingly, but said nothing. I think I'm starting to get the hang of it. Losing my job was not 
scary, and I frankly began to act up, to which Cardamom only looked unkindly, but did not even 
try to find justice for me. For example, from that day on, I demanded peaches for breakfast, 
although I knew that they were being bought up a little before dawn and I had to get up before 


dawn to satisfy my whim. But it also serves the new cook-washer-maid-housekeeper. although, 
that's all - like water off a duck's back. They took Guryana in my place - what a short-sighted 
appointment! The buns were now hard and burnt, the coffee rancid, and the food for lunch and 
dinner was no good at all. to say nothing of the order in the rooms. This girl simply had no time 
for work, I don't know if it was the spirit of special passion that flew along the corridors of the 
Purple Rose, or just her bad nature did not give rest to the poor thing, but spreading her legs in 
front of the guards, and the kitchen suppliers could be noticed more often than at work. 

Madame did not endure for long, apparently, she was simply looking for a more suitable 
replacement - after a couple of days of scandals and a general hunger strike, the one-eyed 
grandmother Kaltea settled in the kitchen in my closet. She cooked tolerably, cleaned cleanly, 
but she treated our entire almshouse with undisguised contempt, saying that if it were not for the 
need, she would bypass us for a mile. Therefore, just in case, I had to monitor the consistency of 
drinks and check everything by eye before eating. you never know, spit or mix some rubbish. 
Although, having worked in the kitchen myself, I knew that you couldn't tell by sight. But all the 
same, she tried not to eat or drink anything that aroused suspicion. In the evenings, "Purple 
Rose" lived an ordinary life. Except I no longer lit magical purple lights in front of her entrance. 
Now I was not allowed to leave the room at all if there were guests in the house. again, 
everything was like in childhood. Only now it was in my interests not to flicker in front of the 
guests once again with a pretty face and appetizing forms. The sisters continued to work, but 
now we all have an outlet and a new favorite pastime. If any of them were not chosen for the 
evening, we gathered at my sister's soiree, dragging off a few treats from a feast that raged in the 
lower rooms with corrupt passion. We drank champagne making plans for the future and. there 
was always a place for me in them. I thought with them, but I was afraid to believe that this 
would actually happen. Perhaps. stay me the way I am forever? But the future was so vague. and 
yet, I was in no hurry to break their so famously built plans with my questions or distrust, I just 
enjoyed what I never had - the warmth of family hugs, carefree laughter in the circle of loved 
ones whom I attracted to yourself, and not repulsed. 

Thus time passed, until very soon the day of my last test arrived. I was waiting for him, but at 
the same time I was afraid of the fact that when one day in the morning I woke up from an 
extraordinary commotion in the street in front of our house, I literally did not find a place for 
myself until Madame Cardamom came with explanations. She came not alone, but accompanied 
by two tall men in red velvet camisoles with a coat of arms unknown to me - a snake braiding a 
mountain, behind which the sun was rising or setting. Red-faced, tired, they carried a huge, 
obviously extremely heavy object, hidden under a black velvet cloth. Most of all, he resembled a 
picture, but when Madame pulled off the coverlet from him, I found out that in front of me. 
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Such wealth in all of Evenor cannot be found in more than a dozen pieces, and moreover, 
from that dozen only a few will work as before, because in addition to possessing this enchanted 
object, they also needed to be able to manage.Mirror Evandoele, or "Elven Mirror" was created 
during the war between people and the sharp-eared inhabitants of the Blackwoods. It is now that 
we call them the Black Forest elves, and once, in the time of the first people, these majestic 
creatures inhabited the entire territory of Evenor and only then, through the efforts of all human 
young kingdoms, were pushed beyond the bounds of an immense and dangerous array that 
occupied an immense part of the mainland.The Elven Mirror was created by Evandoele the Wise, 
an elven king from the third dynasty of the House of Amadaen. With his help, he quickly 
transferred entire armies to the battlefields and set up ambushes in the most unexpected places 
for the enemy. For example, once a detachment of elite swordsmen appeared within the 
impregnable fortress of Bekken, which was once the capital of the kingdom of Langardia. An 
hour before dawn, the elves killed all the able-bodied men in the fortress city and raised their 
standards, hanging the corpses on the walls of the fortress. And just as imperceptibly 
disappeared. It is said that the mirror was found in the queen's chambers and was brought there 
as a birth gift from merchants from the south. Since then, the fortress itself has been empty and 
undergoes gradual destruction, because according to rumors, dead soldiers still walk in formation 
at night and the beheaded King Rodamen looks at it from the high window of his office in the 
north tower. 

Be that as it may, some of Evandole's mirrors were captured, but only some of them, 
sorcerers, experts in elven magic, managed to pick up the keys. About these artifacts of the era of 
glorious battles, heroes and incredibly beautiful pure maidens, many ballads were composed and 
children's. and not quite children's tales were written. And therefore, as soon as I saw the black 
smooth surface in an ornate frame imitating the interweaving of branches with marvelous gilded 
flowers blossoming on them, I literally opened my mouth in surprise, unable to shut it myself. - 
Extraordinary beauty little thing, right? Madame Cardamom voiced my thoughts and, clapping 
her hands loudly to attract attention, waved her hands at the men in red. They respectfully bowed 
before her, then before me and hurriedly disappeared behind the doors, from behind which two 
of our guards immediately went into the room. They groaned as they dragged the copper tub out 
of the brothel owner's quarters. Our flowers followed - Jasmine, Valerian and Iris with large jugs 
in their hands. Amaranth followed with soft towels and aromatic ointments. “They will rub with 
brushes again,” I grimaced. Perhaps such treatment was not at all necessary for perfect enchanted 
skin, but who will ask my permission for that. While I endured the straining rubbing, as if I 
myself could not cope with washing my quite flexible body, madam left us for a while and 
returned with a huge box decorated with a satin blue bow. 

Curiosity did not allow me to remain impartial - I turned around to follow the actions of 
madam and was hit on the head with a brush from Jasmine, who had lost the opportunity to rub 
my left heel. Her look quite clearly indicated that she would have hit me on the head even more, 
because she, an incredible seductress, capable of bringing a man to an enthusiastic faint not only 
with the sound of her voice, but also with the flexibility of her tongue, has to polish my pathetic 
heel. And yet I managed to notice out of the corner of my eye how something blue and shiny left 
the box. and everything inside me fluttered! It's him, my gentle king promised to give me a dress, 
blue as the smoothness of the sheets that covered our bed on my first night! Inspired, I no longer 
dared to contradict and tried my best not to betray the quivering excitement of my heart. I 
thought that if there are sapphires on the dress, then it will certainly be from Henry the Third, 


which means that very soon I will see this amazing, gallant and gentle man, and not just another 
pervert who, for God knows why, desired my enchanted body. I stepped out of the bath onto a 
soft towel and, without opening my eyes, allowed myself to be dried and anointed with 
wonderful odorous mixtures. As soon as the cool blue satin touched my skin, I opened my eyes 
with bated breath. And they were there! Sapphires on my dress adorned the collar, which went 
with an elastic band below the shoulders. The dress, in modern fashion, was held on by a rigid 
corset that tightly wrapped around my thin waist. On top was a bodice that covered the breasts 
decently, but no more, leaving an obvious attractive hollow. 

The puffed sleeves were held on the forearms, but went down to the very elbows, from which 
followed a tight, smooth sleeve with a loop for the middle finger. My skirts in this dress were full 
and needed extra support with a whalebone petticoat. It was an amazingly beautiful dress, hand- 
embroidered with blue silk on satin, the pattern was created by small flowers with three large and 
two small petals, apparently these were Rosamund lobelia. Ah, King Henry - these are not Mil 
empty-handed guests! 

When the outfit and hair were finished—my hair was left loose as before, with just a few 
strands removed from my face—Madame Cardamom sent everyone away and set to work on her 
make-up. “If I were you, I wouldn't shine so brightly,” she said, spreading dark mother-of-pearl 
for shadows, “still a big responsibility. Evaluate the preparation - your master ordered the Mirror 
to Evandole to be brought here from Gerenwald itself, and this is, after all, two days' journey. 
And who knows how much he had to pay the Doge of Gerenwald to agree to send his treasure so 
far. It was difficult not to shine in my position: incredible beauty was reflected in the dark 
smooth surface opposite me - a slender girl with delicate and sensual features, dressed in a dress 
worthy of a queen, smiled restrainedly, and blue splashed in her eyes, brightly underlined by the 
color of the dress. Of course, I thought of blue, the colors in the black mirror were barely 
distinguishable, but I was sure that everything looked exactly like that. — Try to behave sedately 
and modestly. Do not throw yourself at your feet when he appears, but do not hold your head 
straight either. Hey, are you listening to me? But I did not take my eyes off the mirror surface - 
the black sheen suddenly faded, as if it had been covered with a haze and a light, barely 
perceptible vapor really flowed over the hidden reflection. The flat surface twitched and spread 
out in circles, as if someone had dropped a drop into a calm water surface and no longer calmed 
down, again and again adding circles.- OK it's all over now. Now get up. And remember, 
Madame Cardamom admonished, the freedom of your sisters depends on you, you do all this not 
only for yourself, but also for them. 

To be honest, I listened to her with half an ear. I was attracted by an early meeting with a 
wonderful man who was so kind to me, who wished to see me again and did not spare any means 
for this. His warmth and unpromising caress - that's what I needed now. And, perhaps, I would 
have wished for this even if my king had not made any payment for it - I thought as I crossed the 
vibrating delivery and felt as if I had dived into the icy waters of the river from a run - dizzyingly 
surprised paralyzed by cold. But all this was replaced by bright light and hot fireplace heating. 
For a moment, the light blinded me, because in the kingdom of Kard the dawn had just come into 
force, and here the huge setting sun beat on the large windows in front of me, carved, it seemed, 
right into the rock. From behind these windows, as far as the eye could, one could see the ocean 
see. “Is it possible that I am at the other end of the Waking Sea,” I wondered for a second, but 
immediately dismissed this thought. No, this is coastal Rosamund, it's just that the sun from this 
vantage point looks too unusual, because I have never climbed so high. I looked around, letting 
my eyes adjust to the new level of light. A large room with a high ceiling - black shiny walls, 


floor. in some places there were still stalactites and stalagmites. oh, what where? I always 
confuse them. The cavernous room was cozy and dry; the floors were covered in places with 
bright Mescan carpets, and the walls were decorated with red velvet standards inlaid with gold, 
the same as on the clothes of the men who brought the priceless mirror to the Purple Rose. In the 
corner, under a huge scarlet canopy, there was an immense bed, completely littered with colorful 
pillows.A chandelier with candles above the center of the room, candlesticks on pedestals near 
the walls, and even vases containing marvelous arrangements of dried flowers were all made of 
gold, and in the very center of all this splendor, looking at the flames in the pink marble 
fireplace, 

Brown hair, neatly thrown back, descended to her shoulders, barely reaching the golden 
collar to which was attached a short cloak of red velvet, trimmed along the edge with sable skins. 
From the same gate, metal armor flowed onto one of the arms. golden armor that hid the arm 
almost to the wrist. The metal was decorated with an engraving depicting interweaving of circles 
and ornate snags, and encrusted with precious stones - diamonds and rubies. “What an unusual 
symbol of royal power in the Rosamund lands, it wouldn't be like everyone else to put on a 
heavier crown,” I thought and froze, because my king turned around, surveying me with a cold 
look. And I was speechless. 
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The confusion must have shown vividly on my face. Unmistakably recognizing my emotion, 
the man snorted indignantly and, throwing some paper that he was clutching in his hand into the 
greedy for everything burning mouth of the fireplace, went to the table between us to fill the 
glass. Red wine slowly poured from a golden jug into a golden goblet, and my master did not 
tear his cold gaze from me. I froze, unable to even take a breath - two words “this is not him” 
were on fire in my mind! Now I saw that his height was shorter and his hair had a completely 
different, darker shade. probably I was so eager to meet the king again that I just took wishful 
thinking! But who is this person? The man was undeniably handsome: a clear contour of his 
face, a straight nose, a sharp look of steel gray eyes from under bright black lashes, sensual lips 
with slightly raised corners. but not because my master was smiling, rather, this expression of his 
face spoke of restrained indignation. 

The filled goblet was not intended for me at all - he sipped it thoughtfully, savoring the taste, 
and only then spoke. 

I see you're disappointed? And who did you expect to see in my place? His voice was heavy, 
velvety, but at the same time cold, like the look of his brilliant gray eyes. And I don't pick up 
epithets for the color, they really seemed to subtly glow from the inside, like a wolf or a cat ina 
dark room. - Perhaps the one who gave you such a rich dress? As far as I know, people like you 
prefer not to spend a lot on such outfits. What's the difference, after all, soon anyway shoot. 
Dake to think, how much did it cost him? 


I pulled myself up and shrunk as he approached me and ran his finger along the narrow strip 
above the skin, which was embroidered with sapphires. As if enjoying the girlish embarrassment, 
he slid higher, touching the hollow on my chest. - Wonderful handmade. Believe me, I can 
distinguish expensive things from fakes. Here is your delicate skin, for example, and this energy 
that splashes over the edge in your blue eyes is worth every delarius that I paid that pomaded old 
Cardamom woman. And managed to get you into a brother. I would, perhaps, have paid for you 
very generously if you had come to me earlier. With each word, his voice became quieter and his 
breathing deeper. Hot fingers slid up my neck and slightly tightened on my throat - he pulled me 
to him and slowly inhaled the aroma at the very collarbone. held it, barely touching my chin with 
his lips and abruptly let go.I staggered back and almost fell - everything inside me turned to 
stone from the fear that this powerful man inspired. After finishing his wine in one gulp, he 
tossed the goblet aside and unbuttoned his cloak in one motion, obediently slid to his feet. 
“Lobelia...” he said, as if tasting my name. “Madame said you didn't have many men. how? — 
Hardly demanded he give him an unequivocal answer. I'm confused - what can I say? No, 
seriously, how many did I actually have? two or four? That's because the demon take it! “TI had 
two men... but four lovers. - I said myself, taken aback by the vagueness of the resulting answer. 

The thick eyebrows of the man slid up, and he looked into my eyes with interest. I answered 
the look cold with horror - anger splashed in his steel eyes, ready to splash out from any of my 
careless words or even movements. - Interesting. But, perhaps, I do not want to know about 
them. or do I? he asked himself. “Perhaps I will need their names. why are you silent, tell me 
what their names are?” I bit my tongue. Why does he need the names of those with whom I had a 
connection? I don't know why, but I didn't want to tell him Heinrich's name under any 
circumstances. Are you silent? - The gentleman was surprised and indignantly crossed his arms 
over his chest. - Well, of course. You are expected to see one of them in my place. Or maybe all 
of them? What kind of whore are you to get attached to your lovers? I lowered my gaze and 
bowed in apologetic bow. He was so agitated, angry. I could not understand what was in the 
mind of this strange man who bought only one night with me for thirty thousand delarii. He is 
jealous? Why is it jealous of a courtesan, the same as guarding a public well - they drank from it 
before you and will drink after, and that cannot be changed. On the other hand, so much the 
better. So you have some pride left in you. I would have been fine with it, but the resistance of 
the spirit always adds a pleasant aftertaste. - With these words, he took out a small dagger from 
the scabbard on his belt and headed towards me. I felt how life was leaving my body in advance, 
flowing through my deadly cold, stony skin. I rushed from him to the mirror, but it stopped 
flickering and shimmering, again turning into a black piece of glass. In this locked room, he, so 
strong and frighteningly determined, could easily catch up with me, tangled in numerous heavy 
skirts. The man grabbed my hand and pulled me towards him, as if I didn't weigh anything, 
turned my back to him and with an effort squeezed his hand at the base of my neck, holding it in 
place. 

The fabric cracked angrily. and again, and again. he cut and tore Heinrich's gift on me, as if it 
were a symbol of possession of me, imposed by another man. I could hardly hold back my tears, 
looking at how sapphires splashed to the sides, how pieces of skillfully embroidered blue satin 
fell at my feet. Throwing off the remnants of the fabric from my hands and cutting off the 
whalebone petticoat, this savage pressed himself behind and whispered in my ear, hotly burning 
it with his heavy breathing. “Banagor, the dragon of the Varley Mountains, the terror of Ilsur— 
memorize that name, girl. Soon you'll have to forget everyone else, whether you want to or not! 
He grabbed me roughly, around the waist and threw me over the shoulder, hidden by the armor. 


Cold metal painfully burned the delicate skin on my stomach, and rubies and diamonds dug into 
me, leaving scratches. Banagor imperiously put his hand on my buttocks, pressing me to him and 
carried me to the bed, dropping on a pile of pillows. He stood over me and, without taking his 
eyes off, took off his clothes, exposing a strong body - his chest heaved heavily, and his eyes 
burned with a thirst that I, as it seemed to me, could not quench. It wasn't just the lust with which 
Somereight Barjusie Grode looked at me, the dragon, like a hungry beast, wanted to devour me 
whole. Oh gods! Dragon. there are not many of them left in Evenor, these irreconcilable princes, 
greedy for power and battles. Almost all of them have sunk into oblivion, like the Blackwood 
Elves who have not left their shady shelter for several hundred years. I had not heard of 
Banagora the horror of Ilsur, but the Varley Mountains were on the other side of Evenor. The 
dragon prince closest to us was called Kanadar, the ruler of the Asprian mountains that crossed 
the border of the Kard kingdom and a dozen others. His last military campaign ended in the 
complete defeat of the Ruhr kingdom, whose king recklessly refused a cruel creature when he 
wooed his daughter. 

What was known about dragons was that they were not inherently human, although they 
looked similar. That they were fabulously rich and cruel in an effort to enrich themselves even 
more. Without a doubt, Banagore was everything I envisioned when I read dragon tales. The man 
leaned towards me and pulled his leg, painfully squeezing the ankle, I tried to escape, jerking to 
the side, but that only provoked him. He sat down between my legs, roughly parting them and, 
leaning forward, dug his lips into mine, demandingly penetrating between them with his tongue. 
His movements were sharp and rough, as if the passion inside spilled over the edge, not allowing 
him to stop for a second. He held my neck and pressed my hips into the pillows, not letting me 
twitch, move, even just get enough air into my lungs. His hard flesh lay on top of my crotch, and 
he began to slowly drive her, either letting me evaluate his size and thickness, or arousing 
himself with these touches. I didn't want him in me at all, he was rude and harsh, hurt as if on 
purpose, deliberately tightening his grip if he heard my moan or I began to resist more 
confidently. - Well, why don't you accept me, as it should be for a kind seductress from a 
comfort house? He wheezed with excitement, kissing my neck and collarbones hard. “Or maybe 
you still want me to take you as an ordinary whore?! Having said this, he grewled and barely 
pulled away, turned me face down, and fell on top, confidently directing himself inside me. He 
entered impetuously, painfully and dryly, but my bosom immediately reacted to him, filled with 
moisture. Feeling this, he squeezed my neck harder and moved, going deeper, filling the tighter 
with himself. 

He drove in again and again, enjoying how narrow and wet inside I was, and I cried, hiding 
my face in a colorful pillow, biting its corner from the pain and betrayal of my own body. It 
wanted the dragon, but not me! Warm waves filled the lower abdomen and gave off a heaviness 
in all members, there, below, the familiar tight knot began to tie again, and I moaned from 
languid desire. He laughed. Banagor laughed terribly, resoundingly, evilly, and pulled me 
towards him, bringing me to my knees. Now he moved even faster and more often. His 
movements became more fluid, and the grip on my neck loosened, but only for a moment - with 
the tension of his flesh in me, I began to choke. He choked me with one hand, continuing to 
firmly hold me in place and drive in, again and again, often painfully and deeply. I almost lost 
consciousness when he began to pour into me with long thrusts. And then, the man simply let go 
of my weakened body, and I fell on my side, slipping off him and gasping for air with my lips. 
His seed was leaving my womb, making my inner thighs unpleasantly wet and sticky, but I didn't 
dare move to do anything about it, I just looked up at him and was afraid of what would happen 


next. The sun outside the windows had already completely disappeared behind the water surface 
of the Waking Sea, and the powerful silhouette of my tormentor was illuminated only by red 
flashes of flame in the fireplace and the dim light of a few lighted candles. His eyes shone 
frighteningly bright in the gloom, steely. glowing molten silver. “So this is how it works?” Need 
not only to enjoy yourself, but also to deliver it to you? Well, that's even more interesting. - He 
said strangely, as if to himself, and attracted me, pulling the weakened hand picked up from the 
pillow. 

Now I was pressed against his hard, wet body and on my skin I felt a heart beating behind 
hard muscles and bones. two hearts that beat alternately in the chest! He ran his hand through my 
hair and wet back, but now without making an effort, but as if trying to calm me down. Gently 
and barely touching. His lips found mine and he closed his eyes, enjoying the soft kiss. In an 
instant, the dragon Banagore seemed to become different and it was confusing - rough, hard 
hands were capable of gentle touches, his movements were now smooth and teasing. He kissed 
my neck, chest, gently biting and causing goosebumps with his light touches. I myself did not 
notice how I leaned forward and wrapped my arms around his neck, running my hands into soft 
dark hair, how I touched his wet prickly cheek with my lips and allowed the new kiss to become 
not innocent, but hot and passionate. This is my whole body, my pathetic enchanted body! It no 
longer listened to me! Unlike a stubborn, free spirit, it longed for submission and male flesh 
inside, longed for rough and gentle caresses, adoration and instant pleasure! He penetrated me 
again, putting me on his hips and allowing me to move as I want, only barely directing with a 
strong palm. Sometimes I felt like a man tried to squeeze me again to squeeze into my body hard, 
to the point of pain, but then he stopped himself, becoming even more tender, more pliable. We 
were in each other's arms, like honey and sugar, I slowly dissolved in it, losing form, but not 
essence. He seemed to split me into pieces, absorbing his energy, his excitement and ever- 
increasing desire to reach the peak of pleasure. 

My hips began to move faster, more rhythmically under his insistent hands, I felt every 
millimeter of tense flesh inside me, so hot and elastic that goosebumps from pleasure did not 
stop running through my skin. I tried to find the strength to breathe, but now it was impossible 
not because of his hands squeezing my neck, but because of the warm waves engulfing me again 
and again. And then he groaned, unable to contain the excitation that had reached the limit, and I 
choked on emotions, feeling the familiar jolts inside. We peaked together and it seemed strange 
to me. as if at that moment we were pouring into each other. It was as if some kind of internal 
energy, pumped up by this tension from the very depths of my consciousness, rushed to him and 
filled him - so seeded his eyes, turned to the ceiling at the moment of the highest pleasure. He 
clung to me and did not let go, as if he still could not get enough of the experienced emotions. He 
hugged, kissed. until he suddenly looked straight into my eyes. It's hard for me to say what he 
saw there, because I was exhausted from pleasure and tenderness, flowing with my moisture and 
his seed, wanting more of this. But Banagor suddenly pulled away, pushing me hard off him onto 
the pillows. His face became impassive again, and his eyes were angry and heavy. - Leave. - He 
said and hurriedly went to the mirror to run his finger over it and whisper the spell. “And take 
that garbage away. he added, kicking the remains of my beautiful blue dress as he made his way 
to a table of wine in a golden pitcher near the fireplace. 

With a heavy ball of pain and resentment, I slid off the bed and rushed to collect the tattered 
blue satin. His change of mood hurt me, but brought me back from heaven to earth. I'm a whore 
he bought himself for the night, could you expect a different attitude? And yet I again fell into 
this trap of tenderness. Here's the fool! For his touch, for the way he gave me pleasure, taking me 


a second time, I was ready to forgive him for the bruises on my neck and hips, and the spoiled 
precious gift. But the fact is that even for a moment, everything seemed so real to me, as if he did 
it lovingly. This must be my trouble - no one really loved me in my life, and I was looking for a 
shadow of this feeling wherever possible. Clinging to fleeting sensations as if they were ready to 
give me something real. He stood with his back to me, watching how the flames, which had 
already descended to the burned-out coals, cast glare on the slightly sooty pink marble. I no 
longer existed in this room for him, and with tears of annoyance and anger at myself, picking up 
the remnants of the royal gift, I almost ran into the icy belly of Evandole's mirror, which was 
wide open in front of me. The evening sun looked through the dormer-window of my 
bedchamber. after all, how strangely time flows when you travel through space! I dropped the 
pieces of the dress I was holding in my hands and rushed to the bed to allow myself to throw off, 
to cry out the bitterness injected by this snake into my thin veins, but I had to stop, bashfully 
covering my nakedness with my hands. 

In an armchair opposite my bed, Madame Cardamom sat with a displeased look, on both 
sides of her, hooking their thumbs to their belts with small black clubs, were our guards - my 
boyfriend Gabdal, who had forgotten everything that had happened, and the gray-haired, 
wrinkled, but still intimidatingly large Beroz - the guard who has served here for as long as I can 
remember. The woman slowly put the china coffee cup back on the tray beside her and looked at 
me as if she was waiting for at least a confession to someone's murder. “And here is Lobelia, my 
little flower. - She said not at all affectionately, as she usually did, even in moments of anger. - 
Well, what are you. Cover your nakedness with something or I can't stop these men even if I 
wanted to. And we don't want your precious body to go to someone for free. 
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"Is free?!" I yelled, barely understanding the meaning of her words. 

An angry blush flooded my face, and I hurriedly pulled the cover off the bed, wrapping it 
around in the manner of an open-top dress. The glances of the guards, which had so eagerly 
rummaged through my exciting body, slid to the sides - to their annoyance, the performance was 
over too quickly. There was no trace left of the tears that choked me - for free?! What does this 
old whore allow herself! I worked hard for her, and from the moment Banagor told me to roll 
towards the demons from his dragon cave, I was already free as the wind. From her, from this 
rotten brothel - the sad fate of my mother, from the lustful looks of the guards and in general 
everything that was so disgusting to me! No, this place has never been my home. I've been a 
hostage here ever since my stupid parent took a word from Madame Cardamom to take care of 
my sisters and me and signed off all the property to her. it would be better if we ended up in an 
orphanage! Look, at least someone would be adopted by a decent family. 

“Let your thugs come out immediately!” I ama free woman from this moment until old age 
and death gnaw at my, as you noted, “precious body”! - Just look at her! - The woman laughed, 
poking me with a well-groomed finger. “How well do you play righteous anger, my dear, did 


you ever learn from the venerable dragon?” What, now skills are transferred through the seed of 
masters? — I was taken aback by the ardor with which she rushed at me in response... what 
happened? What has changed while I was gone? - No, everything must be your bad blood! Who 
was your daddy bitch? I now see that you and your sisters are all from one bad scrotum, from 
this thief and murderer, Angeld the Black! Hold the damn thing! she commanded her kingpins, 
and they were only too glad to grab me by the thin white hands and lead me to the madam, as if 
not noticing the cover that had left my body. - I'll show you, "free woman", rubbish! It's you who 
arranged everything, how to give you a drink! Your whore-sisters wouldn't even think of such a 
thing out of the three of you, only you, ugly, got your mind from your mother! - Madame 
Cardamom kept getting inflamed, removing a wide leather belt from her belt. - Hold her, Gabdal, 
so that she does not twitch! Obeying the order, the Ishmiri raised my hands high and pressed me 
against his sweat-smelling body, substituting a soft spot right for Madame's judgment. I was 
seriously scared. never, no matter what anyone did, a woman did not allow herself to dissolve 
her hands. No, she could be very strict in anger - left without food and drink for several days and 
even tied in the basement without light, if someone was completely at fault. But raise your hand? 

The air was cut by her swing and my right buttock burned unbearably - she hit hard, angrily, 
letting off steam, enjoying my every scream. Madame Cardamom lasted only six blows, but how 
strong - the skin on the priest burned with fire, as if a hot frying pan had been applied to it. I 
silently cried, biting my lip until it bled. Gabdal let me go only when he saw that Madame sank 
on the edge of the bed and tiredly wiped her flushed face with a pillow. Unable to stand on my 
feet, I slid down to his feet, noting how tense his masculine essence was in his pants. It was so 
disgusting. I couldn't breathe, I couldn't cry, I couldn't even sit on the floor, I could only collapse 
awkwardly with my weight on one hip. Why do I need all this, because I did exactly what was 
agreed. So what, this is my reward? - Okay, get out of here, otherwise Gabdal's pants will tear 
right now. And our seamstress can't even sit, let alone sew. Then order decent clothes for you. - 
after waiting for the guards to leave, Madame Cardamom slid off the bed to the floor, matching 
my gaze. She even extended her hand to my knee, apparently, it was a conciliatory gesture, but I 
recoiled. - Oh well. And you understand me, I can't let it go just like that - they will stop 
respecting me. I looked up at her with tears in my eyes. What does she even carry? I took the 
mood from the dragon, how to change gloves? Here she is a formidable fury, threatening death, 
and now again honey, all understanding madam? Isn't this woman sick of herself? 

“T thought until the very end that all three of you planned this against me. Everything was 
foreseen from the very beginning. And then you came back, and I saw in your eyes that you had 
nothing to do with it. They are all alone, your sisters, but nothing can be done about it. She said 
and smiled sadly. As deeply as if she really was sorry. - Yes, what are you talking about? What 
happened? What did Amaryllis and Valerian do that made you allow yourself to beat me naked 
in front of the guards? The woman frowned in displeasure, but answered: - They drugged me and 
took out the whole safe clean. everything acquired by overwork. It was as if something glass 
cracked inside me and the fragments scattered in all directions, digging into my heart, lungs and 
stomach, but at the same time I turned out to be paralyzed, unable even to cry from pain. Did the 
sisters deceive me? But.but how. - As you were sent, Valerian and Amaryllis came to me, 
scratched at the door and offered to drink Ishmir honey together for good friendship and easy 
parting. After all, I told you that the second mother was, and the father. they say, “we will not 
forget you, Madame Cardamom, and thank you for everything you have done for us. Like, we 
will now live a new life, but we will not forget you either ”- well, how could I refuse. And they 
knew, after all, that I love Ishmir honey, they saved the infection somewhere! 


At this time of the year, it can only be found in the royal cellar. I also noticed that they 
themselves drink little and everyone pours me water. well, it's not an ordinary drink, few people 
can fully experience its rich tart taste. I got mad and they let me persuade your mother's cameo to 
sell, they say, a gift for you they will do it once you promised them money from your share. 
They bargained with me for as much as five hundred delarii. Well, of course, I bought it and 
climbed to get it. then they lowered a vase on my head. Yes, not anyhow, by the way, but hand- 
painted from Miscan porcelain. Two hundred delarii is worth no less. I listened to her with my 
hands over my mouth, and inside everything was trembling. not from indignation or resentment, 
but from fear. that I was alone again. That the family I had acquired was another mirage for me, 
like the feelings that seem to me in the caresses of the gentlemen who buy me. Lobelia-dibelia... 
Amaryllis was right in giving me nicknames. I fully deserve such an attitude, not only by 
appearance, but also by stupidity and endless faith in miracles. Just think, so big - but I still 
believe in fairy tales! - In general, I can't let you go now, Libi, even if it's not your fault. I lost at 
least ninety-five thousand delarii and that's just a rough estimate - there were a lot of jewelry in 
the safe, the exact price of which I never found out. Lobelia? Can you hear me? Libi? I sobbed 
loudly and rose from my seat like a shadow.— Leave me, please. I whispered. 

Tears floated in my eyes, and my body staggered as if I had not eaten for at least a week or 
several days, walking through the desert without stopping. “I just need to be alone, please. - Yes 
Yes. — Again this infinite understanding in the eyes. The woman got up with me and hugged me - 
I simply did not have the strength to back away from her. I didn't care. “I have already hired 
people, and if they catch the fugitives, then you will surely be free. But if not...” She made a 
significant pause and nervously smoothed her hair. If not, then I will have to take action. You 
see, in my case, you can't forgive anything or anyone, dear. Relax, we'll talk later. The days 
stretched out in a tired string, one after another. At first, I did not leave the bed at all. my heart 
was broken, my spirit was broken. I wanted to die, but not scary, not in agony, but just instantly 
stop breathing, thinking, feeling. Otherwise, I would certainly have done something with myself, 
there was no shortage of sharp objects in the room. The precious mirror was taken away from my 
bedchamber immediately, apparently fearing that I would break it in a fit of anger, or maybe the 
time had just come to return it to the Doge of Gerenwald. I didn't care. Madame didn't let 
anyone near me anymore, she looked after me herself and put the one-eyed old woman Kaltea in 
charge, who used to shower me with nasty things as soon as she crossed the threshold of the 
room: “Here she is, unearthly beauty, lying again on the ceiling, spitting, covering her shameless 
eyes with her hands. I would look at how you scrub the pots of your whores with these white 
hands, and then bake them buns with them “Ah, Grandma Kaltea, if you only knew...” 

It's true what they say, be careful what you wish for. She would have lived on as a 
hunchback. but what's wrong? The nose is in the wind, the ulcer sisters are nearby, life takes its 
course and only experiences that are terrible, but everyone around turns up their noses. So it's 
even better this way, it's not scary to go beyond the threshold at any time of the day or night. the 
night Mil is so beautiful - the lights illuminate the embankment, cobbled streets, beautiful 
facades of houses. The light of the moon and stars, looking from the velvet sky, is reflected in 
the mirror of the baked clay tiles. how can I return everything back? Where can I get the amulet 
that will make me who I really am again? I didn't even hope, really, that the sisters would be 
returned. ninety-five thousand. yes, with such money you can hire an army of bodyguards, buy a 
castle and dig in it, without denying yourself anything. not for long though, but for such a year 
Shamelessly chic life is enough. Although, who knows, perhaps the fugitives have not yet been 
found, because they are no longer there - they are rotting in some ditch, and Madame 


Cardamom's money has been taken into the hands of a heartless villain, who now does not even 
blow his mustache, squandering them to the right and to the left. In the same Mile, for example. 
Maybe even in our own brother. 

The vindictive thoughts didn't make it any better. In general, I noticed that after a week of 
such a “vegetative” existence, I generally didn't care about everyone and everything. I no longer 
wanted to think about a quiet life with cats, in solitude on the outskirts of some forest or village. 
And even to dream furtively that King Henry has not forgotten me and that, right now, he is 
racing on a white horse from the Rosamund lands to fly into the living room of the Purple Rose 
and ardently demand that I be handed over to him immediately , otherwise he will burn 
everything here to the demons and dance in the ashes. But how could I then know that someone 
really was in a hurry to help me at that very moment, that's just. 


CHAPTER 12. 
Find out the truth about everything: 
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The lock cracked on the door of my room. Again and again, as usual - Kalthea did not bother 
to lubricate the mechanisms and hinges, although she had to. The house is old. But this morning 
it was not the grouchy grandmother who came in with a new heap of curses and grumblings on 
my head, but Madame Cardamom herself. If I knew her badly, I probably would have thought 
that the woman had fallen in love, but the reason was different - something promised her 
fabulous benefits. And that something was almost certainly me. - Lobelia, my flower, - well, just 
like there are great benefits, since it babbles right from the threshold - the darkness receded and 
the sun shone over our heads! I found a wonderful solution for both of us, how you can pay me 
your huge debt and at the same time not be left in the loser. A small, slimy apprehension frog did 
somersaults in my stomach, clawing its paws warningly. “I thought about our situation for a long 
time, you know. There are not so many men who are ready to pay thirty thousand delarii for one 
night with you, unfortunately. and the value of your nights was that they, as it were, by the way, 
could not be bought. That's why I was so desperate when those bastards, your sisters, pulled off 
their scam. Selling nights with you, as usual, even until your very old age, I would hardly be able 
to restore what was lost. Madame remarked sadly and quite innocently. - But tonight a 
messenger came to me with an unexpected and simply wonderful offer - to buy you for a long 
time! 

The frog in the stomach just went crazy doing all sorts of acrobatic stunts. and who is this 
incredibly generous person? Or not human? The one possessed that is a container for three 
demons at once, or maybe my new acquaintance is a dragon? But you never know in Evenor 
there are enough vile and voluptuous creatures who could wish for themselves such a slave like 
me, charming blue-eyed and completely powerless. - Who? Who did you sell me to? I asked, 
barely concealing the bitterness in my voice that had risen to my throat. No, perhaps I did not 
give a damn about my fate, as I thought all this time! But the woman waved her hand at me, 
holding back a smile, as if she was about to tell a vulgar joke she had heard from the fishermen 
on the delivery. - Do not rush. The amount offered to me was quite generous, but I own a brothel 


for more than a year! Of course, if one is willing to pay such a price for a product, then there will 
be another. The woman slyly quieted down, apparently expecting me to pounce on her with 
questions. But I stood in front of her, not alive, not dead, already vividly imagining what would 
remain of me after a year of a slave life. - Eight! I received eight proposals for you, no, you can 
imagine! That's where my nature to roam! - To whom? Who did you sell me to? - I turned to her 
almost crying, I just no longer had the strength to look at her contented face, almost bursting 
with joy. It was better to find out your fate and accept it, or go right now and go out the window. 
although, perhaps, from such a height I will only break my legs, and I will not break my neck. 

Yes, I have not sold you to anyone yet, well, what are you doing wrong! I tell you, the 
messenger only arrived yesterday, I just managed to cook things up, and strain the right people to 
help with the search for buyers. Not today or tomorrow I will appoint an auction. but don't 
worry! - She interpreted my lost appearance in her own way. - I thought of everything; let's see 
how much they pay, I'll cover the losses, and from what's left I'll give you ten percent. Ten! And 
be sure, I will sell you, my flower, at the most worthy price!She was still saying something, 
talking, starting to style my hair, and then massaging my shoulders, but I did not listen. I thought 
about what else I had to experience in life and how insidious fate was. now, it seems that quite 
recently she waved her tail of happiness in front of me, luring me into a carefree and calm future, 
and now she clicked her teeth at the very nose. And he looks at how I will continue to behave. I'll 
get scared and let myself be eaten with offal and bones, or I'll start twisting like a snake and 
biting back. And inside, the emptiness was expanding. reeking of grave dampness and cold, 
complete loneliness and complete defenselessness before someone else's will. 

That night I couldn't sleep for a long time. No, I didn't plan to run away. well, where would I 
run with a face like that. Perhaps in the arms of some port loader or guard in the square, who, 
having seen my fine figure, would wish himself such happiness. Not at all, so at least feel the 
sweetness. Well, what better is this fate than the one that Madame Cardamom promised me? 

I thought - maybe the truth is written for me, and there is nothing to complain about. Others 
do not live in such grief. Yes, if you think about it... and then think about it some more, reject all 
dignity, thoughts about the future, and any thoughts in general, you can find something pleasant 
even in captivity... Only after leaving my “good” master a year later, where will I go? I must 
return to Madame. If I am still fresh, I will offer myself as a courtesan for shelter, care and a 
small percentage. And if not, I will again wash-cook-hem. Probably will not refuse out of old 
friendship. But this is if I’m alive, of course I'll stay. otherwise, you never know. My heavy 
thoughts were broken by the light rustle of the satin coverlet. it lifted slightly along the edge, as 
if something was moving under it, heading towards me. "Rat!" - the first thought stunned me, but 
as soon as | threw back the satin heaviness and opened my mouth to scream properly, two fingers 
fell on my barely open lips, sealing them with their effort and warmth. or maybe with charms, 
because I completely got tired of screaming, though long, anthracite-black nails did not evoke 
any more pleasant emotions than a possible rat crawling under the covers. "Hush, hush, 
sweetheart." - He whispered in my ear, Somereight Barjusie Grode - a triune demon, in person. 
Do you want someone to hear us? But then I won't be able to give you a message from friends, 
my dear girl. My eyes literally widened in surprise. friends? What kind of friends can I have? I 
nodded restrainedly, but he did not remove his fingers, continuing to drive them along my sweet 
mouth, gradually appearing in the space of my dark room. [ had to slap the insolent on the arm.- 
Oh, what are you! 

I remember. we remember. - He said and involuntarily licked his snake tongue. Barely 
noticeably stuck it out of the mouth and slid over the sensual lips of the possessed sorcerer. His 


appearance has changed somewhat. the horns, which previously stuck out in small black 
squiggles, now twisted like those of the Ishmir markhor antelope and grew significantly. It must 
have been hard to wear such a composition on your head. - What is the news and who are these 
friends? - I got down to business, trying to speak at the limit of audible. There could well be 
guards at the door. Powerful friends, powerful enemies. Sweet Lobelia knows how to make both. 
- The man answered vaguely, climbing onto the bed with his feet. “I didn't come to tell you about 
them. I need to tell you the truth so that you can decide for yourself what is best for you. So the 
master commanded, but we also believe that this would be fair for our sweet princess. That 
princess again. do demons believe in justice? What kind of master can a demon have if the latter, 
who tried to tame him, now does not belong to himself and lives only because he needs three 
excessively lustful creatures from another world in order to smoke this sky? Is it really the same 
demon lord - Archdemon? But now the old me, perhaps, could be proud of the real me - I 
promised myself not to take the words of Somereight Barjusie as-it-is-there-else on faith. 
Apparently, I still have no friends in this world, only those who want to profit from something at 
my expense, no matter how innocently or vaguely they call it. It was time to just accept this and 
start using the situation, regardless of someone's feelings. 

I pressed myself against the back of the bed, pulling back my leg, to which the horned 
voluptuary was reaching out, and folded my arms on my chest, at the same time covering them 
with my mounds and nipples, which stood out under a thin nightgown. Somereight sighed in 
disappointment and, leaning forward a little, began his story: 

“Does the sweet lady know that her sisters didn't run away from the Purple Rose at all?” - 
What?! - Perhaps I said it too loudly. - What did you just say? - Here. That's already acceptable. 
“Indeed, they came out through the front doors the day after the blue-eyed Lobelia left the lair of 
the Ilsur Dread and was punished for something that hadn't even been done yet. Your sisters 
were cheerful and full of hope, I myself saw how their smiles and eyes shone, and I also felt the 
gold in their purses, a lot of gold. no less than fifteen thousand delarii! I sat opposite the yellow- 
eyed man and looked at him with all his eyes - what is it, another cruel joke of fate, or was it 
really so. Stupid Lobuelia subtly circled around her finger, but she did not notice? “Before that, 
Madame Cardamom sent messengers wherever she could, offering a priceless commodity at a 
price that noble and rich men would deem fit to pay. My master also received an invitation from 
her to the auction, so we knew what danger our sweet girl was in. He said in an excited voice. 
Perhaps it was too creepy for a dark room. 

Now he will say that Madame Cardamom is my mother or even my father, Angeld the Black, 
who magically changed his gender - and I will generally cease to be surprised at anything in life, 
even a rat under a blanket, even flying pigs over the Mil Palace of King Georgette Second. “I'm 
in danger all the time, Somereight. - I tried to calm him down, although now my own teeth did 
not fall on the tooth. But not out of fear, out of anger. Seething rage, which I wanted to go and 
splash lousy Cardamom in the face. - Someright Barjusie Grod. - The yellow-eyed man corrected 
me, apparently with a special trembling attitude towards equality within the framework of one 
body. “Perhaps, my lady, you do not quite understand what kind of danger it is? 

I carefully fell silent, they say, enlighten me, my friend, be kind. “Knowing the special nature 
of your beauty, madam, this completely unprincipled woman,” he said with a special, unexpected 
fervor, “at once set her sights on the main contender for you. Believe me, having fallen into his 
paws, you will no longer see a whiter light. He will not let you go until you die in his stuffy arms 
from powerlessness and the predictability of the end of your life. And all other candidates for 
possession of you, including my master, are nothing more than tools in her hands to inflate the 


price. Because Madame Cardamom knows that he will not let you go as soon as you catch his 
eye, which means he will give up any treasures, just to get what he wants. “And who can I need 
so much?” — I asked already assuming the answer, but to the end still, not believing in it. The 
possessed man chuckled low and deftly caught my hand to seal his hot kiss on the back of it. - 
Well, of course, you have already guessed everything yourself. Still, they were not born in a 
dense forest and read fairy tales in childhood. 


CHAPTER 13. 
And again I suffer from a choice. 
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The Dragon? Is a dragon after me? On me?! 

No, perhaps it really was some kind of laughter. after all, dragons roam the lands in search of 
"true" princesses, demanding them for their wives, making sons from them, during the birth of 
which the life of unlucky beauties is predictably cut short. After all, dragons are eternal and can 
live for hundreds, thousands of years, and the age of a human woman is so short, the body is so 
fragile. that not everyone can endure a healthy descendant for their chosen one. Banagor, the 
horror of Ilsur. what kind of Ilsur is this, in fact? I've never heard of. but does the venerable sir 
know who I really am? And then he might change his mind and take his bet back, take care, so to 
speak, of the beauty of future descendants! But, despite all the truth revealed to me, it was time 
to ask a really important question - what should I do with all this? What will change in my life if 
tomorrow in the morning I will run into Madame with shouts of “Oh, you're a bitch with 
pomade!”’. absolutely nothing. There will be more guards under my door, perhaps the light and 
cozy attic will be replaced by a dark basement, and shackles will appear on my leg. And shout, 
beautiful Lobelia, as much as you like. No one will believe anyway, even if they hear. Her entire 
performance, played out in front of me, is nothing more than an attempt to carry out everything, 
as the dark businessmen say, "without noise and dust." To get money and stay good for 
everyone. 

Oh, and cunning. that must be how she swindled her fortune from my mother, although who 
knows what is actually written in that will. I wonder when she came up with this plan at the 
expense of me? I wouldn't be surprised if, as soon as it became clear that the spell was too strong 
and would not dissipate instantly. “And what do you... and your mysterious patron have to offer 
me?” “T resolutely took the demon by the horns.” Somereight Barjusie Grode smiled sweetly and 
leaned forward a little so that I could hear every word he said. - My master, of course, can play 
for time, outbidding for you, but your dragon friend has too much gold in the bins of his huge 
mountain. He, of course, does not want to immediately set an amount so high as to completely 
knock out all competitors from the saddles, because he is a dragon! They know the value of their 
wealth and have never been seen in generosity. But he will raise it until the last rich man, who is 
hungry for your sweet charms, has a wishlist that hits the ceiling. Well, or the funds just won't 
run out, who knows. The obsessed man spread his hands and thoughtfully ran his hand over his 
impressive horns. - Alas, my sweet girl, you do not have much choice. You can run and hide, but 
one day the people of Banagore or even your madam may overtake you and will not let you 


escape. You can accept your fate and go to the bride to the dragon, then to die in childbirth or not 
being able to bear the crowned serpent. You can commit suicide, leaving everything behind. - 
Everything was pumped up by the possessed, obviously preparing the best option for me in the 
end. “Or you can come with me and be saved by the grace of my master.” “But who is he, this 
master of yours?!” 

I wanted to shout into his yellow-eyed handsome face, but instead I asked: ““And what does 
your master want in return?” The possessed, quite unexpectedly for me, shrugged his shoulders 
and replied carelessly: - I can't imagine. It's hard for me to understand his thoughts. Perhaps the 
same thing that I would like for myself - to feel your sweetness, my blue-eyed mistress. Or he is 
driven by other motives, for example, he simply wants to annoy the dragon. Who knows, both of 
them have been living for quite a long time and their paths could intersect in the most 
unexpected way. I don't know and, frankly, I don't care. I already told you that I'm only here to 
open your big, bewitching eyes and point out what you've been missing for a long time. 
Yes...great choice. As if between fire and fire. Well, how will I end up between the hammer and 
the anvil, become a pawn in the struggle of these ancient horrors? “Yes, that's it already,” I 
thought sadly, realizing that I was bogged down in this whole story so that the tip of my nose 
hardly sticks out above the water surface of my problems. And yet, this unnamed gentleman 
came up with a good idea - and he won't have to pay for me at all. If everything had gone 
according to his plan, I would have come to him without any auctions with fabulously rich rivals. 
“And where is the guarantee that I will be better off with your master than with a dragon?” I 
asked more mockingly than really hoping for an answer. 

“The master did not instruct me to give you guarantees, my sweet. He only said that you, like 
any being, should have the right to choose, which is fully possible only if you are privy to the 
nuances. I have revealed to you the cards that your detractors are playing and even helped to 
outline the boundaries of the possible choice. Now it's your turn to take fate into your hands and 
decide what you are willing to do. Somereight Barjusie Grode has done his duty and may 
retire.unless, of course, you decide to accept the master's offer. — What will happen then? I asked 
defiantly. “Then I will take you by your sweet little hand, hug you tightly and carry you to where 
you will meet him, as you wish. What a fast you are - so I'm supposed to decide everything here 
and now? Well. It was necessary to go from the unacceptable. So, I will always have time to 
commit suicide, but to go as a bride to the dragon. consider it the same. Only he will torment me 
to his heart's content before a depressingly painful death. Here, by the way, I remembered his 
hand, which almost strangled me during the orgasm of this formidable gentleman. The only thing 
left to do was to run away or meet God knows what virtue wanted from me. Yes, everything can 
definitely turn out to be even worse than it was, but. I will always have an extreme choice, and 
the escape should not be discounted. or maybe the dragon so passionately wanting me as a bride.. 
Who knows, maybe if I call, it will rush to me, using an elven magic mirror and slaps the back of 
the head, first to the master who stole me from under his nose, and then to me. 

How curious and exciting it would be to know who dared to call himself my friend. What if 
he really is my friend? Yes, fate is a well-known villainess, but I must at least sometime be truly 
lucky. I confess, I have never been so scared and interesting at the same time! But the decision 
had already been made, probably before all deliberations. I extended my hand to Someright 
Barjusie Grode, and the half-sorcerer, half-demon's eyes sparkled with playful sparks. “Well, 
let's take a look at your mysterious master and my secret friend. Bypassing an even white- 
toothed smile, his mobile red tongue appeared to me again, mischievously licking his lips, testing 
to the extreme excitement of its owner. The possessed gently pulled me towards him and gently 


hugged me, pressing me against a hot hard body. Slowly he inhaled the fragrance of my hair and 
whispered, already dissolving with me right in the air, in the familiar gray haze: “In case the 
sweet mistress suddenly changed her mind, the master wanted to know if she liked his gift - a 
beautiful blue dress? Everything inside me at that moment froze and trembled with happiness. it 
can't be. 


CHAPTER 14. 
Getting answers that lead to more questions: 
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It can't be that in the middle of the night I went to who knows where with a possessed. in 
only a nightgown! Even without thinking about slippers, what about a travel dress, a change of 
underwear and all those things that any woman needs on the road? What if it rains? What if I get 
hungry? And if a runny nose starts, what will I do now in the end? So I felt, as soon as the gray 
smoky haze parted before my eyes, let's say. the full extent of my short-sightedness and everyday 
recklessness. Around were rough stone walls, barely illuminated by rare torches, dampness, the 
smell of moldy straw, and a terrible, bone-penetrating chill, howling like a wolf somewhere in 
the distance. Looking around, I shivered not from the cold, but from fear - I clearly felt the icy 
claws of a bad feeling stretched to my heart. there was some kind of dungeon around! In some 
places, rusted prison bars were even visible in the walls. Well, well. again, I'm in my role - I 
dived into the pool, without really feeling the bottom! “And life does not teach me anything,” I 
thought, almost crying, and shuddered from the cold. A heavy and warm frock coat fell over her 
shoulders from behind. Somereight winked at me and gave me a light push on my back to move 
forward. It became a little easier, at least not so embarrassed by my own nudity. But stepping 
barefoot on a cold stone, strewn with sharp crumbling of unknown origin, was, to put it mildly, 
not pleasant. 

What kind of place is it? Your master really lives. here. I asked, sincerely hoping that this 
mysterious virtue really existed. - What are you, sweetie! Of course not. He lives and works in 
the north tower, in his office. But we won't go there, because you really brought me here to lock 
me up in one of those dank, dirty cells? 

But out loud, of course, I didn't ask this at all: “So why didn't we move straight to that 
tower?” After all, we... are still going to meet him, right? The possessed smiled good-naturedly, 
as much as it was possible with his demonic appearance, and put his arm around my shoulders, 
forcing me to walk down the corridor even faster. - Well, of course! The fact is, my lady, the 
master's castle is enchanted to prevent magical travel within its confines. but Somereight 
Barjusie Grode knows a loophole. This part of the underground dungeons goes beyond the castle 
walls and is not affected by the spell. Only I know about this secret passage! - He added with 
pride and drew himself up. The possessed must have been flattered by the thought that he had 
fooled someone so powerful that he had previously been able to enchant an entire castle. From 
his explanation, I felt a little calmer, especially since the corridor somehow noticeably went up. 
In fact, it was spiraling, and now it was perfectly visible, because the closer we were to the 


surface, the smaller the diameter of the circle became. Torches came across more and more 
often, the air became warmer and the smell of damp was not so strong around. 

Suddenly, a completely new armored door emerged from the dark monotony of the stone, 
and we entered it, which opened with a slight creak to meet us after my companion whispered a 
few growling words-spells to it. Behind it was another corridor, without torches and windows, 
which I went through, fearfully clinging to Somereight's arm. But I didn't go in there right away, 
the possessed had to pull me into the darkness - it was terribly scary to walk without seeing 
anything in front of me, as if I dived into the dark waters from a cliff and flew down all the time 
without meeting the cold surface in front of me. But the man felt confident. probably just saw in 
the dark with his yellow eyes. Right behind this corridor there was another one, narrower, but 
already having at least small windows under the very ceiling, a bright whitish light beat through 
them. it must have been a huge full moon now shining over this strange empty castle of the 
unnamed master of the Possessed. Through that corridor we came to a wide spiral staircase, 
steeply rushing upwards. “Be patient, sweet Lobelia, we are almost there. It was joyful, because I 
simply did not feel my feet! Pricked, numb from the cold, they no longer hurt, but felt like 
something cottony, alien, on the occasion put to my shins. We climbed quickly, but I caught a 
glimpse of the view from the long lancet windows, which were covered with stained-glass 
windows of thick honey-colored glass. 

In yellow, the night world behind them seemed strange, distorted. but I saw mountains, part 
of a dilapidated protective wall, elements of castle - the gloomy outlines of towers of various 
colors, a donjon and high passages between them. Their silhouettes seemed vaguely familiar to 
me, as if I had seen something similar on some engraving or maybe even a coin. But it was 
definitely not Bazenor, the capital of the kingdom of Rosamund, because that city stood on a 
high island, which only at low tide was connected to the mainland by a narrow isthmus. The 
same fortress was surrounded by mountains and seemed too deserted to belong to any monarch. 
But who said that the crowned heir to a rich throne should own only one large fortress? Perhaps 
this, old and abandoned, he used for secret meetings with the hunchbacks turned into beauties, 
who allowed him to pick his flower? Yes, I myself could hardly believe in such things. The hope 
that King Henry the Third would be my self-proclaimed friend, and not some Archdemon who 
had captured the body of a bald sorcerer, melted with each step leading me to the top of the 
tower. In which he waited. but who is he? The last flight and. on the stairs became noticeably 
lighter and warmer. At the end, behind an ajar wooden door covered in white and black with 
strange magic symbols and pentagrams, a fireplace burned hot and smoked candles on the 
ceiling. 

Somereight Barjusie Grode gave me a little push forward, and he himself chuckled, smiling 
with all the breadth of his white-toothed, fanged mouth, and, bowing impetuously, skipped back. 
Happy as hell. I don't like demons. They are all as one not in themselves. However, it is not 
surprising - what else can be expected from the fusion of the body and spirit of a sorcerer and a 
demon. three demons. I suddenly felt an attack of extraordinary timidity. And yet, all of a 
sudden, the king is waiting for me in the tower, and I will appear before him like this. although, 
what could be even worse he could think of me after our acquaintance in the Purple Rose brothel. 
And so, with an effort, I exhaled fear, mentally got up and, pulling on my frock coat properly, 
tightly wrapping it around my chest, I entered a warm, bright room. Directly opposite the door 
was a table. and no one was sitting behind it. Papers, books, a sharp white pen were scattered on 
its surface in a working mess. It was a real office - all its walls from the floor to the ceiling were 
lined with bookshelves. Even in the spaces under the high lancet windows, low cabinets for 


scrolls managed to huddle. Off to the side of the desk was a large sofa upholstered in red velvet 
with carved ebony legs, a few crumpled pillows and a quilt on it. There were a couple of 
armchairs and a low table with the remnants of dinner and a half-jug of wine. Everything looked 
as if the owner of the abandoned castle lived here without getting out and left somewhere just a 
moment ago. 

Logs crackled in the hot fireplace behind me, but it wasn't the sound that made me turn 
around. Under his careless step, the floorboard creaked, otherwise the owner of the castle would 
have had the audacity to silently watch me further. Not to say that I was surprised. Rather, she 
guessed, but stubbornly drove these thoughts away from herself, preferring to dream of a 
meeting with Heinrich. I see you were in a great hurry. The grey-haired man nodded at my bare 
feet. - Sit down in an armchair or on a sofa, I will warm the water for you. So after all, it's not 
long to catch a cold - here, in the mountains, it snows at night even in summer. - Let me explain 
first. I answered coldly. Perhaps even rougher than we would like. I don't know, for some reason 
it seemed to me that someone, and Lucius, was definitely not one of those who sincerely wished 
me well. The sorcerer was surprised at my tone. He paused, looking thoughtfully at me from 
head to toe, as if looking for some answer in my ankles that were pale from the cold, my arms 
crossed on my chest and my pursed lips. Then he went to the table and poured us some wine 
from a pitcher. I put my goblet on the table, and he settled down in one of the chairs, pointing to 
the second with an inviting gesture. I sat. She took a sip of her drink. There was hot mulled wine 
in the goblet, warming, tart, sweet... I pressed my palms against the warm metal, noting with 
relief that a soft, sleepy warmth was spreading over my body. “I'm glad you're here, Lobelia. It 
makes me feel... calmer. 

What? Is it calmer? Why all of a sudden? - What does it mean? I voiced my thoughts and 
took a greedy sip. The goblet was small and the mulled wine was running out... I wonder what is 
better — to ask for more or to stand up and pour it yourself? Eh, perhaps, and so and so it is not 
decent. “I left you in trouble. I was surprised by his words and looked up. Lucius looked at me 
guiltily. What games does he play? “I confess that this whole situation made me scratch my head 
until I found out the details of your origin. Do you know who your mother was? - My mother 
was a famous courtesan and a skilled enchantress, and my father, according to rumors, a pirate - 
Angeld the Black, have you heard such a name? The sorcerer frowned and put down the goblet 
with the drink I longed for, leaned forward to look closer into my eyes. “Probably thinks I'm 
lying or hiding something,” I thought. “Perhaps I will have to tell you the whole story from 
beginning to end. Although I'm not surprised that you are not privy to all the secrets, I still 
thought that you own at least a grain. You can open my eyes to some dark moments. You know, 
Lobelia, I've spent a fair amount of time restoring the painting, but it can't be put together 
without eyewitness accounts, of which there are almost no survivors. Only you, your sisters, and 
this woman, Madame Cardamom. 

Perhaps this person managed to attract my attention. The sorcerer spoke slowly, looked 
seriously, without a trace of irony on his face, and I seemed to sink deeper and deeper into the 
chair, under the weight of his words and vaguely visible conclusions that had yet to be made. 
“Your mother was never a courtesan... an enchantress, a woman endowed with an extraordinary 
gift—yes. But she was never what you and your sisters thought she was, and even more so in her 
life she did not meet Angeld the Black. And Cardamom was not a close friend, as she called 
herself, but a maid, and not one of honest and decent ones. Lucius added harshly. — Your story 
began here, in the fortress of Bekken, the former capital of the state of Langardia, which was 
once ruled by your distant ancestor King Rodamund. We must honestly admit that he was a ruler 


in the spirit of his time - cruel, unprincipled. But his power extended from here to the south side 
of the Waking Sea, which is now called the kingdom of Rosamund.Once it was the lands of the 
elven king Evandoele the Wise and his houses, glorious for its magicians and sorcerers. he fully 
repaid your grandfather for the annexation and murder of his fellow tribesmen - he massacred all 
his uncles, nephews - male heirs and generally killed every man in the fortress who was able to 
hold a weapon. Yes, you yourself must know this story. So, having cut off the head of King 
Rodamund, Evandoele entered with her into the chambers of your grandmother, a recently 
resolved girl, and created a curse that fell on your entire family. According to him, the line of 
Rodamund was not interrupted, but continued only through the female line. 

In every generation since then, a girl has been born with a gift designed to replenish the 
magic your grandfather stole from the world, along with the priceless lives of thousands of elves. 
The very power that, when released, was supposed to feed Evenor and all his creatures. 
Formerly, before the coming of the first people from across the Waking Sea, this world looked 
very different, Lobelia. It was inhabited by many creatures that now remained only on the pages 
of our fairy tales and in the echoes that remained in the human memory of elven legends. This 
curse, on the one hand, deprived your family of a decent life, because as soon as the king died, 
his former allies immediately tore apart his possessions, on the other hand, it is a gift to Evenor 
from the Wise Evandoele. He did everything in his power to minimize losses, even if these 
actions were no less cruel in the end. on the other hand, it is a gift to Evenor from the Wise 
Evandoele. He did everything in his power to minimize losses, even if these actions were no less 
cruel in the end. on the other hand, it is a gift to Evenor from the Wise Evandoele. He did 
everything in his power to minimize losses, even if these actions were no less cruel in the end. 

I sat not alive, not dead, wondering if he would now pinch my cheek with a joyful “Ha! 
Believe me Dibelia! ”, As Amaryllis would have done or wait for my fainting, for which I was 
already ready, in order to also have the pleasure of splashing ice water in my face. - Your 
grandmother, your mother - all the women before you who had this gift or curse, if you like, are 
a vessel that. draws magic from the outside in order to scatter it around, nourish the earth, rivers, 
bodies of animals and plants. Also, a person or creature susceptible to magic, who is with you at 
the moment of this. ejection , can be nourished from it, distributing energy at its discretion. “You 
mean,” I interrupted him with a painful grimace, “ this is. I mean, I wanted to say. Yes, the 
ultimate pleasure. For several centuries, the women of your family, endowed with a gift, passed 
on knowledge to each other, giving a promise to return the debt to Evandoele, to pay him off for 
the deeds of your ancestor, because there were no more elves of his house who would dispel 
magic otherwise. 

Your grandmothers and aunts to the bottom wanted to draw out the source that remained 
sealed through the fault of Rodamund, and therefore did not become wives, refused to belong to 
one man. Among their lovers have always been kings, demons, dragons and even elves - all 
creatures of this world that can draw more from the source than others. But such a life is a curse 
in itself, and having given birth to you, Rosa renounced her promise.Raising two daughters who 
were not endowed with a magical gift, she still calmly accepted her fate. Because I knew that 
they could define theirs as they please, but when she saw your beautiful face with eyes that 
sparkled with magic, Rosa definitely understood that she did not want her fate for you. I don't 
know what happened next, I only know that after the death of your grandmother, she 
immediately left the kingdom of Rosamund and retired settled in Mila, taking with her only a 
maid. That girl Cardamom. - Wait. - Everything inside me was seeing - the bowler hat was full 
of hot thoughts and was about to splash out over the edge. - You are completely lying. what a 


beautiful face my mother saw? Don't you know that I was born...” I stopped short, catching 
myself thinking that I didn't want to tell the court sorcerer of King Henry that I was an enchanted 
crooked hunchback. “Not at all like... what Iam now. You area sorcerer, you must see that I am 
under a spell! 

Lucius narrowed his eyes suspiciously and whispered something barely audible, making a 
simple pass with his hand, as if driving the haze away from him. “There are no charms, Lobelia. 
Except for those that you yourself emit, due to the fact that you have an uninterrupted connection 
with the source of primordial magic. His words seemed to hit me in the face with a backhand - 
from this explosion of feelings, my ears even roared. he said that there was no enchantment?! 
“But...but how...” I squealed in confusion. - You came with the king, they say give a virgin. Ah! 
A virgin to you in a brothel in the middle of the night, of course. Madam said to put on an 
amulet, which of me, a hunchback, is beautiful. and so it happened! This is a spell, as there is a 
spell! Check again! I am a hunchback, I have an eyebrow like this from birth, - I vividly 
depicted, - the nostril is turned out and the cleft lip is like this, even the mouth does not close! - I 
argued to him, desperately blushing from tension and feeling that I would just faint a little more! 
The sorcerer frowned for a moment, but then smiled immediately after. 

“Now I understand what you were thinking when we met in the office. Oh, it's all clear to me 
now! Rosa put a spell on you to hide the gift for the time being. well, of course! She wanted you 
to be able to live a normal life. but her death, and your sleazy madam. perhaps there was a 
magical backlash effect here. It is used to neutralize spells, applying similar ones, but with the 
opposite effect - and matter disintegrates, finding no other way out of this conflict of energies. 
Something unimaginable happened to me - my hands were shaking, my thoughts were confused. 
perhaps all this. was too much for me. How did he say? "Conflict of energies" - that's exactly 
what was raging now in my heart, in my thoughts. vibrated in every cell of the body. “I owe you 
an apology, Lobelia. - The sorcerer got up and, carefully taking the empty goblet from my 
shaking hands, looked straight into my eyes. - I'm very guilty. - He said sincerely and for a 
second took my hand in his,stopping this nervous trembling. Filling the goblet with fragrant hot 
wine, the man handed it to me and sank back into the red velvet chair. It seemed to me that he 
was sincerely sorry, although I still did not fully understand what.“Even then, at the entrance to 
the Purple Rose, I felt your presence. A burning force stared at me from the darkness. 

At the beginning, I decided that you were an amadeum - an entity, unspent energy left over 
from an early deceased strong magician or a poorly dissipated powerful spell. There are many of 
them here in the mountains around the castle, but to meet such a dangerous creature in Mila, 
such a big city, inhabited by many people for hundreds of years. It was so stupid of me! After all, 
any amadeum in such conditions would have dissipated itself if it had not been destroyed before 
by the court sorcerers of your king. Lucius thought for a moment, twirling the large onyx ring on 
his index finger. He seemed to be nervous.] felt this presence, but I could not understand what 
you until Madame Cardamom separated us from Heinrich. It was a real explosion! I've never felt 
such power before, it's like I've been drugged with magic! I felt it flowing past, flowing around 
me with its streams and dissolving into the world around. I confess that I was overcome with 
anger when I, the fool, finally realized what had happened. It was such a waste! Heinrich... even 
though the ancient royal blood and his body are nourished by magic... he is only a human... 
People like him are unable to understand what you are proposing, and even more so, they will 
not be able to cope — the body is too weak.For beings unable to assimilate and redirect magic, 
you. are like a poison that in small doses gives an unprecedented rise in vital energy, and in large 


doses it can simply tear you apart. - Lucius somehow strangely, smiled wryly, saying this. He 
was so happy then leaving your bedroom. 

I touched his mind to understand what it was like to be with you - my friend's thoughts 
cleared up, hundreds of plans formed in my head, and the energy that raged inside did not give 
even a minute of peace, made me take it and do it. I have known the king since the time when he 
easily fit under his father's throne, but this is the first time I have seen him so enthusiastic. He 
has changed a lot in the past month since then.He created so many wonderful things in his 
kingdom. - He. - I opened my mouth for myself completely unexpectedly. - He? - The sorcerer 
asked, looking at me confused, as if I had not interrupted him, but had burst into a dream. 

“Heinrich... was he talking about me?” Then... or... maybe later? The last words had to be 
squeezed out almost. My other attitude towards the king was personal, because I never discussed 
my feelings with anyone. oh, Gods! Yes, I even laughed it off and scoffed when it came to 
something so frank that it began to ache in my chest. 

Lucius looked at me attentively, studying, and was silent for a long time. What was going on 
there at that moment, in his gray head, right behind his bright blue eyes? Whether he condemned 
me or sympathized with stupid Lobelia, who fell in love with not a fabulous, but a real king. 
Finally, the man answered: 

“Heinrich hasn't spoken about you since that night, and... he asked me not to expand. You 
see, a few days ago he married Kelia, Princess of Lantia, and frankly feared that his visit to Miles 
might harm this union. Apparently, I failed to hide my feelings, because the sorcerer suddenly 
looked away in embarrassment and, not thinking of anything better, in order to change the 
subject, asked: - Are you hungry? hungry? No. I was not hungry, but. broken, lost, stunned by 
everything that he dumped on me over the past half hour, and especially by the fact that 
Heinrich. my affectionate, gentle Heinrich. - Not. I threw it out, barely holding back. I wanted to 
cry from fatigue, resentment and anger. On herself, of course, and not on a king or a sorcerer. 
Well, what an absurdity I thought up for myself! Heinrich and I... but this is just for chickens to 
laugh at... — You seem to have apologized for something? Our eyes met, and I tried to put into 
my gaze all the hardness of the spirit, what else could be scraped off the shattered walls of my 
self-control. Yes, you are right, I should explain myself. Lucius replied in a flat tone. Now he 
looked at me differently. With some caution, as if I could rush at him for no reason. although 
who knows, maybe I could. 

Who can foresee what an abandoned woman is capable of, who has come up witha 
relationship with the king in a castle in the air and mentally has already given birth to four 
children to him. “Then, after what happened at the Purple Rose, I spent the morning thinking. 
Like you and in a brother - it was something incredible. Unthinkable. I had to make sure that you 
do not need anything and that is your consciouschoice. after all. you must understand, for me, for 
any of those who are initiated into the true essence of the "scarlet night in the fortress of 
Bekken", you are something priceless. The elves would call you "filiam", a sacred spring, and 
would never let you go outside their domain. Dragon Banagore - he will move mountains as soon 
as he realizes that you have eluded him. and even our mutual friend, Somereit Barjuzi Groud, if 
you promised him your favor, would find a way to get out of my submission. The suddenly 
impassive sorcerer was overwhelmed with feelings, he spoke with fervor, leaning forward, 
gesticulating. He didn't look like himself! “And then, after our conversation in the Lilac Rose 
office, I just said goodbye to you.No, just took it - and said goodbye! Without even bothering to 
check the veracity of your words. You just got confused. you were in the clutches of a liar and 
only got deeper into her network, and I just stepped aside, because you were. were. - he did not 


finish, got up impetuously and walked away to cope with something that seemed to tear him 
apart from the inside. then just as soon returned and quite unexpectedly sank down beside me on 
knees - I was scared! Despite the fact that the old contradictions were settled, I was still afraid of 
him and therefore pressed back into the chair as soon as Lucius approached me. As if not 
noticing it, he grabbed my hand and pressed his slightly prickly cheek against it. His breathing 
was rapid, his hands were cold, as if he was sick and only my touch could relieve the pain. 

Forgive me. He whispered without removing my hand from his face. “If I had just checked, 
none of what you had to endure would have happened. The sorcerer looked up at me. Clear blue 
eyes seemed to see right through me. at that moment I realized the true reason for my fear - I did 
not understand him, no matter how hard I tried, I could not "read" his emotions, thoughts. Lucius 
was all woven from contradictions - a young face and gray hair, a deep, low voice and a boyish 
smile, an elven noble stature and the hands of a man who is not afraid of hard work.Everyone I 
knew and saw so far was clear to me. even Banagore was not such a big mystery - he was 
controlled by rage and the desire to be the master of everything that his paws could reach. but 
what controlled the sorcerer? I looked at him, afraid to move and not knowing what to say. Why 
is he so killed? Doesn't he take on too much. and in general all this subservience with falling to 
his knees and hugging my hand. As if reading my thoughts, he finally got up and sank 
thoughtfully into a chair. It seemed to me that he was ashamed of the past impulse. You just 
don't get it yet, that's the point. He said more to himself than to me. “My fault is that by my 
recklessness I brought the most dangerous enemy to you. Banagore won't leave you if we don't 
think of something and will overtake you very soon. even here. he added, returning his tone and 
gaze to his former hardness. “The dragon of the Varley Mountains lives too long... he kept 
postponing the moment, preferring conquest and bloody feats to procreation, and now he has 
reached such power, such strength, that no mortal woman can bear his son. 

He could steal an elf for himself, but after what this dragon did to Ilsur, any of them would 
rather burn alive than lie down with him and suffer. Lucius pinched the bridge of his nose and 
squeezed his eyes shut, as if escaping from a migraine attack. His voice became quieter, with a 
sizzling bitterness. “Banagor came to that fortress for the tears of Ashallah. This is a relic of the 
elven house of Manamat, a necklace consisting of fifty-two of the purest diamonds. The ancient 
charms cast on him make it possible to heal even serious illnesses, and a healthy person with 
such an ornament around his neck could drink pure poison with goblets and not even feel weak. 
Banagore, of course, would not have received it on demand.but the scary thing is that he didn't 
even bother to state his intentions.His army was too large, like a clumsy, gorged beast of prey, 
and, I think, he came to the northern border of the Blackwoods intending to fix this. the fortress 
city of Ilsur fell at the end of the second day. It was a real battle: the offensive did not stop for a 
minute - his soldiers died, thrown off the walls or caught an arrow and fell at the feet of new 
ones - they went to replace them again and again. The elves on the walls were dying at their 
posts, from exhaustion, not even being able to change, to rest. I think Banagor lost about a third 
of the people brought to Isur, but that did not sadden him at all.I was told how, smiling 
contentedly, he climbed up to the walls, stepping on the corpses of his soldiers, how he walked 
along the streets of the conquered city, not demanding that the road be cleared in front of him. 

Having broken resistance, the dragon ordered to take all the inhabitants of the fortress alive - 
almost all the men had died on the walls by that time, women, old people and children remained 
in the city, so it was not difficult. The dragon ordered them to be gathered in the central square 
and arranged a game. Lucius paused, giving me an appraising look. I realized that he was 
considering whether I was ready to hear what happened next. “Banagor... called a young man 


and told him, which will allow you to choose among all the surviving ten elves.He promised that 
he would let them go with him, supplying them with the necessary things for the journey. but 
only if that young man personally opens the stomachs of all the remaining ones and gives him 
their livers on a silver dish, flavored with lemon juice. - I felt sick and I leaned back in my chair, 
covering my mouth palm. Yes, it's a well-known dragon treat. But it's quite one thing to read 
about this traditional winner's feast in a book and it's quite another to hear it in the canvas of a 
real story. especially since I knew that this element of the dragon's menu should have been 
removed from a still living body. “By dawn, only eleven elves remained in the fortress. Lucius 
continued.“Banagor, having drunk himself to the bone, as promised, spared the boy, but as soon 
as the survivors left the city, the young man cut his throat with the very knife that saved the 
remnants of his house. Now.. now you understand, what am I afraid of? Banagor, the horror of 
Ilsur, believes that you, thanks to your strength, are the only ones able to give him an heir. And 
he will stop at nothing to get you back. 

I didn't know what to say to him in response. And was there anything to say? My world 
turned upside down in an instant and seemed to become even darker than it was before. I still had 
to think over, experience, accept this new side of my life. but it took time! “We will definitely 
find a way out, Lobelia. Now I won't leave you. - He finally said, rising from his chair. - Why? I 
asked as I got up. - Sorry? “Why are you... all of you...” There was not enough air in my lungs, 
and in the memory of words in order to express everything that was happening in me now, in one 
concise and exhaustive question. - You saved me, for some reason you told the truth , you 
behave as if you were really guilty of something. What will I owe you for this? Understand, 
Lucius, today I found out that there was not a day in my life without being used for some own 
purpose. and now [| at least want to know everything as it is! Why are you running around with 
me? Why are even Banagora willing to cross the road? From the looks of it, he's not the type to 
play games with. The sorcerer looked at me attentively and was in no hurry to answer. In his 
passionless beautiful features it was impossible to read a single thought, and only in his bright 
blue eyes, as if an unknown force swirled and rolled over. Whether it was rage or some other 
emotion - it's hard for me to say, but then he came up to me and put his hands on my shoulders, 
leaning close. so that I smelled him, a deep and inviting aroma - it could smell like that in the 
thicket of a coniferous forest, if a fern flower bloomed there and white lilies bloomed. 

“You are a philiam, Lobelia. You are the source of the magic of this world. You mean more 
to me than you can imagine. You are the sun that warms all that I love and gives life. Looking at 
you, I see how much lost can be returned, but for this you must belong only to yourself. You 
must love yourself and this world. And so I will do everything so that you finally find freedom. 
That's all I want. All I wanted was a moment of silence. 

Just a moment without those thoughts that are now tearing my head! Without fear, because of 
which the heart was pounding like crazy, as if trying to escape from the chest. This minute would 
be more than enough for me to finally fall asleep, let go of everything and forget. To find the 
strength to endure all this. But where can you get it? After our conversation, Lucius insisted that 
I go to bed in his office. According to the sorcerer, this was the only equipped place in the entire 
castle and, moreover, the most protected. When I asked where he would settle himself in this 
case, the man smiled and said strangely: that no matter how hard he tried, he would not be able 
to sleep while I was around, and therefore he would spend time with greater benefit. True, what 
in his understanding was this "greater benefit" - he kept silent. I was lying on a hard sofa, 
wrapped in a warm blanket, as if in a cocoon, and almost without blinking looked at the coals 
that were burning out in the fireplace. I was shivering, but no, I wasn't cold. 


I was scared. Here, a moment ago, the crooked-faced hunchback Libi, who magically turned 
into an incredible beauty and managed to be the mistress of the king, the triune demon, the 
powerful dragon. The same simpleton who was cruelly deceived by everyone she trusted, but is 
ready to accept fate and make plans for that what will happen after. She was here, in this office, 
sitting in this chair, drinking mulled wine from that glass, but in the blink of an eye she melted 
like a mirage. And in her place was a blue-eyed girl, who from birth is endowed with a special 
gift, which is imposed on her entire family, like a curse. A beautiful, attractive beauty, who for 
nineteen years wore protective charms that protected her from the cruel world around. but now, 
that magic crumbled and all the dirt that bypassed the girl, like a stormy stream of a huge stone, 
gushed at her with a vengeance. Betrayal, the cruelty of those closest to her, and to top it all, a 
monster in the guise of a man, cruel, unstoppable in his dark aspirations, inspiring chthonic 
horror. wants her to be his bride. I wanted to cry, but I didn't have the strength to. I wanted to 
run, but how could I run away from myself? What would it be like for you to know that your 
whole life left behind is just a far-fetched lie. it is - a mirage, a magical fog. But the Gods see, it 
would be better if it did not dissipate. It would be better if everything was as before! 

My former life was carefree, whatever you say, and there was no responsibility in it. The 
world owed me, not the other way around! From that one could cry into a pillow, complaining 
about injustice and his ugliness. Spitting in coffee to disliked guests, playing dirty tricks in 
response to caustic sisters, going out into the city at night without fear. to inspire fear yourself, 
for that matter! And see your future, calm, albeit lonely. But what now? I can't be beautiful! I 
don't want to owe anything to this world! Dispel magic? What did this sorcerer mean?! That I 
should have a bunch of lovers and live like all my grandparents? He said that my mother was not 
a courtesan, but wait, what's better? And again all to one, ashes and hopelessness - wherever you 
look. For what to live? I thought. but it turns out it was for what? When I was a lonely ugly 
thing. When I concluded an agreement with Madame, it was. and even when my sisters betrayed 
me. It was. So why can't I find a landmark now? Perhaps you need to accept yourself. finally 
stop this hysteria and try to find the bright side. Yes. Whatever happened to me in my whole life, 
that's what helped to see the meaning in it, even when the darkest clouds were gathering in the 
sky - optimism, I think that's what it's called. This strange, illogical substance, which makes me 
not some kind of flower, but a solid mineral, more than once lit the light at the end of a dark 
tunnel. So why is it now so difficult to find even a teaspoon of it in yourself. 

And I forced myself to think about how far I was now from the "Purple Rose" and even more 
so from the dragon's lair. The fact that Madame would never guess that I was helped to escape. 
because she thinks that I have no friends. I myself thought so. Should I believe Lucius? Who 
knows. but he, perhaps, at the moment, of all the men I have met on my life path, has not done 
anything like that. Maybe he will read me as his mistress, but, if you believe his words, at least 
he was not going to imprison me in some some tower or basement, doesn't want me to earn him 
money by favoring wealthy perverts and doesn't even require me to make him an heir. This 
Lucius is a strange type, do such people really exist in our world. 
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I couldn't figure out what was irritating me. Inside, everything was already turning over, and 
without opening my eyes, I angrily pushed the blanket off me, kicking it with my feet on the 
armrest of the sofa fly. A fat and active fly, incessantly circled over the supper left in the 
evening. She was interested in poorly gnawed chicken bones and withered lettuce leaves, and I 
was interested in something biting and long enough to kill her without standing up. But in wine. 
Looking around in search, I did not find anything, but I finally woke up. I was still wearing the 
same thin nightgown, but it was warm in the office—surprisingly warm for a tower with an 
unkind breeze howling on the other side of the walls. Behind the large lancet windows, partly 
decorated with stained-glass windows of yellow and red glass, the morning sun shone in full 
force. It illuminated the snowy mountain peaks in the distance with pink and revealed everything 
hitherto hidden in the darkness - powerful, partially destroyed castle fortifications, towers lower 
than the one in which I had a chance to spend last night. How long did I sleep ? It's more than 
five o'clock in a row. although who knows how early the sun rises here in the Ainskie mountains. 

Have you ever wake up at a party before the hosts? To experience this strange feeling of 
restlessness when you don't know what to do and where to go, waiting for at least one of the 
locals to deign to wake up and come up with a joint activity for you. But you can't just clean up 
the mess all your life, and then calmly look at it, waking up not in your bed. Overcoming 
embarrassment, I got down to business - I cleared the table, arranging the dishes in a pyramid on 
the edge, collected the leftovers in the waste paper basket that was at the desk, rolled up the bed 
and arranged all the items in an even pile on the chair. She thought a little more and got down to 
business more thoroughly - she picked up books and scrolls from the floor, returning them to the 
shelves, near the fireplace she found a small bag of blue chintz in which, judging by the smell, 
there was once mint. She tore it into pieces, moistened it with water from a jug from the table 
and got rid of dust on all surfaces that she could reach. Didn't touch the table. You never know 
what this sorcerer has on him, otherwise I'll touch some piece of paper, he'll change mercy for 
anger. I'll recognize the real one then! But even after that, no one violated my privacy. The 
loneliness was deafening and depressing, so I, although not without fear, decided to see what was 
behind the tower door. I pulled on the frock coat left for me by the triune demon, buttoned it 
tighter, and set out on my adventure. It would be more fun if it wasn't for bare feet. 

It was noticeably colder outside the office. The icy steps made me change my mind, but I did 
not want to return to the dull silence and waiting. I counted eight flights before I found myself 
down in a narrow corridor with small windows right up to the ceiling. As it turned out, the spiral 
staircase to the tower was not the only direction. Three more doors led from this transition to 
everything else, and I boldly one of them - the wind immediately pushed up the flared skirts of 
my frock coat and my loose hair. It was a large hall, with rows of overturned tables. They lay 
like barricades, their tabletops pointing towards the huge swinging doors, on which now hung a 
large bolt. The wind roamed freely in this room, penetrating from the large broken windows, 
sweeping under them hills of snow flakes that did not even think of melting. I took a few steps 
forward, but did not dare to go further into the room - fragments of glass, ceramics, some rags 
and even metal were scattered on the floor - upon closer examination, they turned out to be 
decayed parts of swords, knives.arrowheads. Apparently, once there was a battle here and those 
who guarded the entrance to the northern tower set up barricades in this place. Of course, this 
was the same tower in which Evandole the Wise cut off King Rodamund's head. Cut off my 
grandfather's head. 


It was unimaginably strange to be at the scene of events that I had heard about as a child and 
know that in part they had to do with me. Here it is, a place of legends, at my feet! Here, at these 
tables, the surviving people of the king were hiding. warriors, retinue, or maybe the cook's sons 
who did not know how to hold weapons. After all, for sure, the first thing the elven swordsmen 
went to was the barracks. It would be logical to slaughter those who can fight back in their sleep. 
and not later in battle in their territory, where the enemy would have an advantage. Warriors or 
not, the defenders fought and died here, for the king who hid in the tower. or maybe he fought 
alongside them? Shooting from a bow or holding a sword at the ready. What was he like, my 
suddenly found crowned great-great. a lot of "great" grandfather? Is it really so cruel that without 
flinching he destroyed, burned to the ground the elven cities, along with the inhabitants. Along 
with women and children. I felt uneasy that under this pile of rags ahead of me, someone's bones 
could still rest, that all this dirt on the floor could be earth mixed with someone's decayed bodies. 
I hurried back and slammed the door behind me. Without a draft, it became expectedly warmer. 
And without the ghosts of the past. 

It was worth going back to the warm office, because it was not even an hour you could catch 
a cold, but I decided to look through one more door. Behind it began a long corridor, ending in a 
small door bound in rusty metal and cracked leather, now hanging in uneven pieces in the 
latticed openings. Reluctantly, noisily, but the old rusty hinges still succumbed and from behind 
the door I smelled dampness and decay. In fact, the room was flooded with soft rays of the 
morning sun, but its condition was depressing, casting the saddest thoughts - it was a bedroom 
and it was in ruins. Against the far wall stood a large bed, the legs of which had decayed and 
given way. One of the thick twisted columns that once held the heavy canopy rotted and 
collapsed onto the next one, which miraculously still held steady. Near the walls, in shapeless 
heaps of boards, one could discern furniture - cabinets, cabinets. rummaging through such woody 
dust near me, I took out a candlestick that had turned green from time to time. Beautiful, forged 
in the form of an ornate interweaving of stems, the flowers on which were supposed to be 
candles. “Here it is, my legacy,” I thought sadly. 

Is not it? Isn't King Rodamund my grandfather? Well, if you clean the candlestick, it will be 
as good as new. Perhaps the inheritance was too heavy, and I had nothing to clean it with now, so 
I had to put it where it was. But I remember where it is! But I wonder, after so many centuries, 
can I lay claim to these impressive ruins? Why on earth does the sorcerer Lucius own them? It 
suddenly became easy and funny for me, I imagined how the Rosamund court, not without the 
patronage of Henry, of course, awarded me the right to dispose of the Becken fortress. And, 
having heard about how my sisters came out of nowhere, wanting to grab a piece of this pie too. 
and I finally meet them face to face and tell them everything I think. and then I enchant them into 
terrible ugly creatures, which they are its essence. Revenge is still a sweet thing, even if in the 
mind. Suddenly, something caught my attention - in the corner of the room on the wall hung a 
large picture, which was carelessly thrown over with a coverlet. She, unlike everything else, 
which was in a deplorable state, which is not surprising, for so many centuries, was intact and 
seemed to. weakly radiate magic. It was definitely a strong spell, since I felt it even from such a 
respectful distance. 

Moving carefully across the cold stone floor littered with rubbish and rags, I approached her 
and pulled off the dusty gray cloth. Indeed, only an enchantment allowed this item to survive so 
well! It was a family portrait of King Rodamund and his wife. A large, dark-bearded man in a 
richly embroidered camisole, sat on a throne with a heavy crown on his head and frowned 
straight at me, and next to him stood, with her hand on her husband's shoulder, a beautiful fair- 


haired girl, with porcelain skin, blue eyes, like mine. She smiled timidly, barely noticeable, and 
held her other hand on her stomach, which could not be seen because of the dress gathered under 
her chest, as blue as her incredible eyes. apparently, there were still three characters in the 
portrait. But neither the king nor the queen knew what was to happen after the birth of their first 
child. What a terrible thing was about to happen. Yes, you have her eyes. And a name. - I turned 
around in fright at the sound and would definitely have fallen if Lucius had not grabbed my arm 
in time. “Look, your legs don't obey at all. How reckless one must be to walk barefoot on stone! 
It's a miracle that you didn't get sick after yesterday's adventures. and today you decided to 
continue? Let's go to. Taking a step towards me, he easily picked me up in his arms and carried 
me towards the door. I didn't even get angry! 

“How long have you been following me?” “I only saw you pulling off the covers. It would be 
necessary, by the way, then to return it to its place. I didn't want to distract. Thought it might be 
important to you. - The sorcerer carried me on slightly detached arms, not pressing me to him. I 
wonder if I'm really that light or if he just doesn't want to touch me unnecessarily. Keeping a 
respectful distance? Well, yes. I am his sun, a wonderful source. how hard it is to believe! — 
Where did you disappear to? I'm all exhausted there, in this tower of yours! - I saw how you got 
tired. He grinned, his blue eyes twinkling. “At first I didn't even understand what happened. I 
didn't have to clean up after me. You're not the same as before, Lobelia. It is not appropriate for 
someone like you to pick up a rag or a trash can. - The man walked fast enough, we passed the 
corridor, the second one, and now we began to climb the wide spiral staircase, and in the 
meantime I was thinking about the fact that last night he was with me on "You". And then I 
asked him directly about the goals of my salvation, and he suddenly easily allowed us to get 
closer. and now he was diligently moving away from me, although it was not so easy to carry me 
up the stairs for the fifth flight already. But I didn't offer to let me go. Let him carry it, if, from 
his words, I am all so unearthly and work with my hands - this is actually not about me. It's time 
to learn how to be beautiful! And what I knew about written beauties is that they are spoiled 
whims all the time. 

In the study, the fireplace crackled hot with firewood again, and on a small table near the 
sofa, plates and bowls with various dishes crowded - fruits, waffles, small jugs with syrups, 
pancakes, a plate of boiled eggs, a plate of bacon and crispy buns - you want, smear with butter, 
you want - jam. My stomach cramped, perhaps I was ready to try to eat it all alone. And where 
does such wealth come from? I didn't see servants here, unless you, a sorcerer, adapted some 
reptiles or cockroaches for this? Lucius smiled contentedly and, putting me down on the sofa, 
flopped down in the chair opposite. “There are servants, but you won't them unless they want it 
or see I don't ask. - He said not without a share of self-admiration and grabbed the nearest bun 
and a couple of pieces of crispy fried bacon “M...imaginary servants?” Who else do you have 
here imaginary? guards? buffoons? “Besides you, Lobelia, no one has been buffooning here for a 
long time. However, do not stop, who knows, maybe I will hold a place for you. - Libi. I like it 
better when my name is Libi. But seriously, where does it all come from? 

Lucius leaned forward, carefully examining me with his icy eyes, and smiling at some of his 
thoughts, he began to pour aromatic coffee for us from a silver coffee pot into small porcelain 
cups. “I am quite serious, Lobelia. — He said insistently using my full name. “You already had... 
the pleasure of meeting one of the servants. They show up here from time to time, running 
errands or bringing any news I've told them to report. It's comfortable. Demons can move 
quickly, they themselves prefer not to be seen once again, and there is no need to keep a separate 
room for them. They still don't sleep at all. I never touched the food. Behind the cycle of 


incredible news and amazing discoveries, I completely forgot about one important thought that 
needed to be thought out earlier - why on earth do demons obey a sorcerer? Just like that, she 
asked, but what to pull: “And why, may I ask, do demons obey you?” What, did you reveal the 
formula of an ideal contract, which some representatives of your kind-tribe are so chasing after? 
The sorcerer slowly drank his coffee and thoughtfully looked around the table, apparently 
deciding what else to eat - and took a waffle, unceremoniously dipping it directly into a small jug 
of maple syrup. - Of course not, such a contract simply cannot exist, and it is still not clear only 
to idiots. 

They obey me for a different reason - for each demon there is an older contract, which he is 
forced to accept along with the body of his carrier. And this is where the horned ones can do 
nothing. - I'm intrigued. “Perhaps this is what a beautiful girl should have said,” I thought, and 
crossed my legs, taking my coffee cup from the table. Never understood how people drink from 
such small ones? In Lilac Rose, for an invigorating, aromatic drink, I had the largest cup. 
Looking at the way I drew myself up, puffed out my chest and glared at him, the sorcerer choked 
slightly, but more from the suppressed chuckle than from the produced effect. - I'm not surprised. 
He politely said. “Every magic in the world has its own source. Elves drink from philiam, it 
grants them a long, almost eternal life and not a hefty magical power. Demons feed directly from 
the inside of the world, with which each of them has an inseparable connection. Dragons devour 
the liver of the enemy, they say, the heart can also be used, but rarely enough they manage to 
extract hearts from a still living body. But sorcerers draw magic from different sources, but first 
of all they take strength from themselves. This inner power, as I have already said, is called 
amadeum, and it forms the astral body, which is as real as the ordinary one.This is a kind of 
vessel that the sorcerer can fill, creating a reserve of his power, can train, develop in order to 
absorb more and become stronger. The extent to which amadeum is tangible, then, how much 
magic can contain in itself, determines the position of the sorcerer in our society. Forms a kind of 
vertical of power where the strongest. um. with rare exceptions, is actually a single monarch. - I 
froze tensely, finally understanding what he was leading to. 

“The master to whom all sorcerers obey, until someone appears ready to challenge him, 
challenging the leadership. Well, the demons... they, with their contracts, remain in some way 
the slaves of the bodies, which cannot but obey the one whose amadeum is imbued with greater 
power.until someone appears ready to challenge him, challenging the leadership. Well, the 
demons... they, with their contracts, remain in some way the slaves of the bodies, which cannot 
but obey the one whose amadeum is imbued with greater power. until someone appears ready to 
challenge him, challenging the leadership. Well, the demons... they, with their contracts, remain 
in some way the slaves of the bodies, which cannot but obey the one whose amadeum is imbued 
with greater power. It wasn't good. In fact, it was really bad! There were no brighter legends 
about witch masters, black barons, than about dragon princes. - And what. Are you. the 
strongest? - Not. — The sorcerer simply answered and slyly smiled. — I am a rare exception. 
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A rare exception, I ate breakfast with appetite, flavoring the dishes with a couple more cups 
of coffee, but a piece didn't go down my throat. Some how she stuffed a couple of grapes and a 
waffle into herself, while furtively looking at him. the black baron. Sorcerers themselves are very 
dark personalities, because what is not in their rituals is the summoning of demons, mastering the 
mind of others, stealing the essences of creatures and killing. animals, and sometimes even 
people. Necromancers go hand in hand with death at all - they return the dead, draw strength 
from the inside of the world through the dead, they themselves plunge into that direction, into the 
world of demons and Gods. Of the black barons, they liked to tell the darkest horrors of those 
that even in the light of day cause trembling and a desire to turn around. The most famous story 
was that of Baron Maraksh of Miskana, the capital of the desert Miscan kingdom. He essentially 
seized power, having mastered the mind of King Bdish, forcibly married his ten-year-old 
daughter and introduced a terrible tax for the inhabitants of his lands - they had to send their 
first-born to the royal palace if they were born boys, no later than they turned fourteen years old 
from kind. Terrible rumors circulated about what he did with the children, but nothing was 
known for certain, because during his reign Miskana was a closed city, and even if it was 
possible to enter the palace, it was rarely possible for someone to leave. 

The black baron ruled until the death of Badish, and after that another fifty years, until he 
died himself. It was rumored, however, that he was poisoned by those close to him, because as 
soon as it became known that the sorcerer expired, a coup took place in the palace - one of 
Maraksh's advisers, who was not even close to the older royal blood, came to power. It is said 
that practically no traces of children were found in the palace, who were sent by the thousands to 
the sorcerer from all over the kingdom. Only a dozen frightened, starving boys in the basement, 
who were sent quite recently, and a terrible goblet of a child's skull and metacarpal bones, from 
which the black baron liked to taste wine. This story scared me so much because Amaryllis 
claimed that the baron really demanded not only boys, but also girls, and the scarier the better. 
They just hid the truth so that overly sensitive crybabies like me would not throw tantrums at 
night, refusing to go to sleep. A little later, she even started a game with me - I was twelve years 
old, Madame had recently sold her innocence at a fabulous price and my sister walked so 
important, as if that made her a queen, not otherwise. 

A sorcerer got into the habit of going to her. gloomy, always dressed in black with a deep 
hood pulled down over his eyes. He came to her after midnight and left an hour before dawn. In 
a big secret, Amaryllis told me that it was the black baron Maraksha, a powerful master who did 
not die at all, but faked his death and lives to this day. Each time after his arrival, she told me 
that the black baron asked about me, wondered if I already had female blood. Once, the sorcerer 
heard our conversation, it was in the evening when I brought Amaryllis water for washing. 
Running out of the room in tears, I heard a deafeningly loud slap in the face. My sister never 
spoke to me about the black baron again. I looked at Lucius and thought how different he can be 
depending on the situation and mood. For example, then, at the first meeting in the "Purple 
Rose", I would easily believe that in front of me was a master sorcerer from "those same" bloody 
black barons, and, moreover, the most important one. But now, in front of me sat a handsome 
young man with long silver hair, amazing for his age. He contentedly drank a fragrant drink in a 
snack with all sorts of goodies, smiled, looked at me affectionately, despite the icy essence of his 
own gaze, and chatted about something abstract. 

He talked about the fact that he collects books on magic and sorcery. That he already had 
three libraries like this one in his office, not counting the large one he found in the castle. He, 


unexpectedly embarrassed, about plans to restore over time the Bekken spoke fortress, which he 
inherited from his predecessor in an even more neglected form than it had been after the murder 
of my grandfather and the disappearance of the kingdom of Langardia. The sorcerer wanted to 
establish an academy here in which sorcerers could study, instead of adjoining mentors and 
becoming their slaves for the entire period of their training. He dreamed of making his order 
more powerful, wanted to rid it of its dark past. - Yes, you yourself, what do you think about 
sorcerers? I innocently rolled my eyes and shrugged. Well, don't tell him, in fact, to his face that 
I consider all cannibals, cleaner than dragons, perverts. And in general, true evil, which just give 
a chance to seize power, the whole Evenor will be made a place worse than the same wrong side 
of the world. No wonder he himself has demons under his command! 

“Of course, for the most part we are not distinguished by friendliness, but such is our fate. - It 
was not possible to deceive Lucius, he perfectly understood everything about my attitude 
towards his tribe. — There is absolutely nothing good in life from the very moment of initiation, 
when a young man learns about his witchcraft abilities, being on the verge of life and death for a 
week, while his spirit undergoes changes, becoming amadeum and filled with power. And before 
becoming skilled enough, he challenges his mentor to a duel in order to defeat him in battle and 
take his place or die himself. Or even worse - if the mentor dies himself ahead of time, the only 
way for such a sorcerer is to become necromancers, because it is almost impossible to find 
another mentor.- He thoughtfully ran his finger along the ring with a large black onyx, 
apparently a symbol of his witchcraft power. - That's exactly what I want. 

I could hardly see such a picture - sorcerers in white robes come to the city. The bright, warm 
sun is shining, everyone rejoices at the arrival of fairy-tale kind wizards, the children stick to 
their feet, begging to enchant some trinket, and the girls are smiling, not averse to having an 
affair with one of them, or even a family. Now it's the other way around, once a wandering 
sorcerer wanders into the city, everyone will shy away from him like a leper, and even in 
brothels they will accept him not because they are glad to have a visitor, but because they are 
afraid to refuse. But what... if he really wanted to change something, you could thank him for 
that.Even despite the fact that, of course, nothing will come of it - one person, even a black baron 
and a master, cannot break the system that was adopted even before the first people set foot on 
the land of Evenor. 

What about you Lobelia? Your mother was a skilled enchantress, surely you also inherited 
her gift along with other abilities? I smiled wryly - well, yes. passed on. tell him about my 
successes in enchanting hairpins, needles and lipsticks, this dude will probably make me laugh. 
It's like bragging to some court cook about my exceptional ability to cook chicken broth. - I. 
didn't get her abilities, I'm almost unable to even light a candle. 

Lucius frowned and abruptly stood up, leaning across the table to cup my face in his cold 
palms. How, by the way, I flared up from this touch, but the man delicately did not notice this - 
he looked straight into my eyes and closed his for a second. I felt my skin begin to tingle under 
his fingers, as if small electric shocks were touching it. After a few seconds, everything stopped 
and he returned to his place with a sly smile. Said: - You're doing everything wrong. It's like you 
are pouring water from the other side of the funnel — for the spell you need to turn to the source 
of your strength, and you just push and puff. Could it have blushed even more? Can. “Pushing 
and puffing up”. smart like that? Skull him, interestingly, does not press? - I'll show you. Lucius 
seemed excited, inspired. He extended his hand to me, inviting me to follow him to the fireplace, 
and I hesitantly placed my hand on top. “You yourself cannot directly access the source within 
you, but by dispelling magic, you yourself assimilate it, albeit in a small amount. Women are 


rarely capable of powerful spells, but you are not at all as mediocre as you think - you have a 
reserve of magical power that you can use at your discretion. - Saying this, the sorcerer turned 
me around to face the fireplace and stood behind me, putting his hands on my wrists and 
stretching them to the flame so that I could feel the heat. 

I definitely felt the heat, but a slightly different property. I was enveloped again by its aroma 
of warm coniferous forest and fresh sweet flowers. This was somewhat confusing, because on 
top of everything else, I was also scared to be so close to him. “You see, you don't have to touch 
the flame to feel the heat. The same happens with the magic inside. While casting spells, you 
mentally try to reach this fire inside, but you don't need it, you need this warmth. You must learn 
to collect it and direct it as a single stream of your thoughts. This requires concentration. 
Meditation helps to train it, and magic formulas and sorcerous signs help guide it. I will teach 
you the simplest way to light a candle. The man leaned forward, sliding towards me a twisted 
candlestick on the mantelpiece, similar to the one I found in the royal bedchamber. He took my 
hand in his hand and drew a sign on it - a circle from the top point ending with a slight stroke to 
the right.“This is an aflamm, one of the six simplest sorcerer's signs. It can be used for to ignite 
something at a distance or to enchant an object from fire. Now close your eyes, imagine the 
power within you, it can take on any form. Someone represents a flame, someone a fog 
thickening towards the center. Here I am,” he said with a grin in his voice, “I see a storm cloud 
ready to rain or grow. What do you see? I honestly tried to focus, but I couldn't see anything. 

I had to fantasize. here, I look inside myself and see there. a flower. blue lobelia flower. It 
slowly opens its petals. and scatters pollen around it, which surrounds it in a dense golden cloud. 
“Now gather the energy of this item and think about fire. - The voice of the sorcerer was heard 
just above my ear, from which goosebumps ran down my neck, descending lower, down my 
shoulders and arms. - Give it the shape of fire and draw an aflamm. I did as Lucius said and felt 
the back of my head as he smiled. Opened her eyes. All three candles on the candlestick fluttered 
bright, cheerful lights, but worse than that, the flame also fluttered on the tapestry behind the 
mantelpiece. Muttering some kind of curse, I picked up the first thing that caught my eye from 
the floor - a small log and began to knock on the local fire I had set up, causing a real attack of 
laughter from the sorcerer. - Oh, stop! Stop doing what! - He sobbed, trying to snatch a piece of 
wood from my hands, and when he finally succeeded, he created some other stroke in the air, 
flashing a white squiggle - and the burnt piece of tapestry sizzled, covered with a thin ice crust, 
which was immediately absorbed into the fabric. - Wow! he laughed, “What are you afraid of?” 
Find something to be afraid of. My first aflamm burned my mentor's beard, that's when it was 
really scary. 

I glared back at him sternly. It wasn't funny to me at all. But, I confess, to light three. four 
lights at once, instead of one, after ten minutes of painful attempts - it was fascinating. I 
immediately wanted to set fire to something else! The days at Bekken Fortress passed quickly 
when Lucius stayed with me, entertaining me with simple charms, as well as tales of the fortress, 
the lands around, the hapless sorcerers and their apprentices. And they dragged on long and 
lonely when he was absent, absenting himself on some business of his own, about which he 
never spoke. Whether they were looking for me, whether the dragon Banagor appeared on the 
horizon, I did not know - Lucius answered all my questions quite unambiguously: “no”, “not 
yet” or “nothing is heard”. It was simply impossible to pull something out of this sorcerer against 
his will! Maybe he already knew something, but for some reason he did not consider it necessary 
to share it. Maybe he didn't want to worry me? Because if so, then his plan failed - every day I 
was more and more nervous. Especially when he was gone for a day or two. At such moments, I 


thought terrible. that the sorcerer was caught and tortured, or that he was already dead in general, 
and soon the people of Banagor would come for me. 

Perhaps I have to admit that I got used to Lucius. and even missed it. At least I rejoiced at his 
return, and that always aroused some embarrassment in him - it amused me. I stopped being 
afraid of the sorcerer, now I even felt some barely perceptible power over him. No, I could not 
order or act boldly with him. but he could not refuse my requests either. Although, I did not ask 
him for much. It is worth noting that I very quickly settled in this part of the castle - I arranged 
for myself a bedchamber in the royal chambers. Now there was a new bed, smaller than the 
previous one, new furniture, which, however, was also not much, but there was comfort, the fire 
burned hot in the fireplace, and the wardrobe was packed to capacity with warm and beautiful 
dresses, shoes, parkas. yes, in general everything you need to feel comfortable in an old 
dilapidated fortress in the mountains. Bekken Fortress was really huge. I managed to visit most 
of the buildings, but in some places Lucius strongly recommended not to go alone even in 
daylight, and at night not to leave the north tower and the rooms at its base at all. 

Perhaps, in order to restore at least a quarter of the castle, huge funds would have been 
required, but, in the man's own words, it was not about money, but about the lack of free time 
and a plan, the development of which also required free hands. I tried to find out what exactly he 
does, what duties lie on the master's shoulders, but Lucius told me rather sternly that there are 
things that he cannot share not only with me, but with anyone in general. After that conversation, 
I had an unpleasant aftertaste, and the very next morning a large box of blue roses appeared at 
the threshold of my bedroom with a note written in an ornate handwriting: “Sorry for being 
harsh. L." But did he really have anything to apologize for? From the moment I took the risk and 
went nowhere with the obsessed Somereight, my life, you could say, got better. They didn't want 
to sell me anymore, I wasn't locked up in principle. it was just suicide to leave Bekken alone. I 
even got a copper bath! In fact, it was there, in my royal bedchamber, I just pulled it out of the 
rubble and cleaned it properly. It was not difficult to draw water into it and heat it up, thanks to 
the sorcerer's signs “Akvum” and “Aflamm’, but it was more difficult with the removal of water, 
but you could always ask Lucius, who ordered the obsessed to do this ungrateful work. And they 
visited the fortress, I must say, not a few! 

At first, I was breathless with fear when I met horned ones on the stairs to his office. and to 
tell the truth, not all of them were as demonically attractive as Somereight I knew. Perhaps here 
one could even speak of an exception to the rule - this obsessed behaved surprisingly decently in 
comparison with the others, looked neat and inspired fear, but still not outright disgust. I always 
refused Lucius' proposals to assign someone to me. Would you agree to have a lustful half- 
demon hanging around you all the time? Although, to be honest, the more time passed since my 
flight, the more clearly I heard what was not in me before. All my nature, poisoned by the curse, 
wanted closeness, even though I resisted it. During the time spent together, Lucius really became 
my friend. the first true friend in my life, at least I so wanted to believe in it! But in the depths of 
my soul, I kept waiting for him to show other feelings for me. After all, everything was clear, it 
was voiced and meaningful by me. And it is even accepted as a given - I ama source of great 
strength. desired strength, so am I really not desirable to him? I resisted, I was disgusted to 
realize this as part of my nature, but my body sometimes lived as if separately from me. It 
required emotions, passion and impulses. this must have been how Iris felt, led by her father to 
the brothel, unable to cope with her daughter's passion. 

Sometimes I woke up in the middle of the night from a violent desire that tormented me and 
almost fought with myself, seriously contemplating climbing the spiral staircase to the office, 


where Lucius slept on a hard sofa and lie down next to me. cuddle up, feel this exciting aroma of 
his. But worse than these nights were only the mornings in his office, when it seemed to me that 
he read my thoughts. and knew everything that was going on in my bad head! How else to 
explain that enigmatic smile that glided across his lips? But the man remained silent and behaved 
as usual. He did not show me special signs of attention, did not cast glances, hints. After all, 
that's what he promised me - to be a friend. Page But now, all of a sudden, that wasn't enough 
for me. And yet, in our relationship, it was not this that bothered me, but whether I wanted 
Lucius or whether I just needed a man. How dirty I felt during such reflections. The days were 
getting shorter, and the sorcerer appeared in the tower less and less. Now he stayed longer in 
absences and sometimes talked to me only during breakfast, lunch or dinner, or even completely 
locked the office in front of my nose, asking me not to disturb him. 

I resent him, but was there any good in that? This man didn't owe me anything. On the 
contrary, it was I who enjoyed his mercy. At some point, I stopped showing up in his office 
altogether. So, having quickly become close at the beginning, we moved away from each other 
so much that we began to live under the same roof, like a chimney sweep and a lamplighter, who 
do not intersect in common rooms and corridors, because one goes to work when the other is 
already sleeping, and the second it's the other way around. The white snow that fell outside the 
walls of the Bekken fortress no longer melted, the nights became so cold that I stopped putting 
out the fireplace. Then it finally happened. 


CHAPTER 17. 
I'm flying into the sky, falling into the abyss: 
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Banagor knows you are with me. Early on a winter morning, Lucius knocked on my bedroom 
door and forced me to crawl out from under the warm duvet. He asked me to come up to him to 
have breakfast together, although this initially obligatory friendly ritual for us has long since 
sunk into oblivion. Now, we haven't eaten. We just sat at the laid coffee table, I was on the sofa, 
he was in the chair. The sorcerer was tense and looked at me intently, not taking his cold blue 
eyes away, as if he did not dare to say something. Make some important decision. I understood 
his look in my own way and decided to ask a question on the forehead. “But... you knew this 
would happen, didn't you?” Lucius, I don't know what's wrong between us lately, but I feel that 
something has changed. Tell me honestly, do you regret helping me? - Nonsense. He answered 
without hesitation and covered his eyes with his hand, as if he was struggling with severe fatigue. 
“He knows who stole you from under his nose, but no one knows that I live here. As for the 
demons, they won't break the silence even if the dragon skins their possessed alive. "Then what's 
wrong?" — In fact, I didn't want to say this question calmly, but to shout it in his face, because it 
was he who had been tormenting me all this time. ““We can't stay here any longer. More 
precisely, I can't. - Added the sorcerer and it seemed to me that his voice trembled. And I can't 
leave you here alone. Because without me, this fortress will no longer be a reliable defense for 
you. - I don't understand. Why? - I was in a hurry. 


The gray-haired man was in no hurry to answer. All his movements, sharp and chaotic, spoke 
of extreme nervous tension and mental struggle that was going on inside his consciousness. 
Lucius twirled the ring on his finger, ran his eyes around the room, as if looking for support or an 
excuse. What was he afraid of? What didn't you want to talk about? “I am going to Blackwood, 
to Amadaen-sur, the heart of the forest. It may be dangerous, but taking you with me is all I can 
offer you. freeze. 

Everything inside me went cold. - Why? I wanted to say. isn't Blackwood in the east of 
Evenor? After all. the dragon. Yes, it's very close to his lair. The man finished for me and spoke 
quickly and evenly. “But he won't wait for us to show up there. It would be foolish, to say the 
least, for us to approach him like that. 

“Yes, it's stupid... but why...” Lucius did not let him finish: "So are you coming with me or 
not?" You can stay here, but we won't have contact with you. for a long time. I'll leave a few to 
keep an eye on, but I'm afraid they won't make good company. “As if you yourself have been a 
good company lately,” I thought evilly, and said out loud: 

You don't want to explain anything to me, do you? OK then. Could you ask Somereight to 
stay with me? I haven't seen him for a very long time and, perhaps, he is the only one of all your 
obsessed ones who does not scare me to the point of losing my pulse. Lucius twitched when I 
mentioned the name of his servant who brought me here, and was silent for a long time, either 
weighing the words, or trying to read something in my face, the pose with which I tried to bore 
him just as coldly. It was as if an impenetrable wall had grown between us. I felt like he was 
closing from me, but why? Why did our friendship fall apart so soon? The triune spoke correctly, 
try to figure out what is there in the head of this sorcerer! What motives drive him, the demon 
take him?! “Someright Barjusie Grode is no more. He was the first one Banagore got to when he 
started looking. His words hit me in the face. How is it not? I would not claim that I had 
especially reverent feelings for the yellow-eyed one, but no - in the sense of no? “What...” I said 
almost silently. Everything inside me went numb. Despite everything, I felt sorry for him... and 
the thought that he died because of me just broke my heart. 

“His agents are looking for you everywhere. There is a hefty reward of one hundred and fifty 
thousand delarii for your capture, and one hundred for information that will lead to you. The 
people of Banagore had time to visit Bazenor, but there they were looking not for you, but for 
me. Heinrich did not stand on ceremony with them, I think they understood that it was not so 
easy to find me. I, too, am now a popular and well-known person, but no reward can be 
announced for me - no one will simply mess with the sorcerous order and its master. Therefore, 
the dragon sends its spies everywhere, the Rosamund lands are completely teeming with these 
aliens. You sound like you weren't ready for this. — I noted with bitterness. So that's it - Lucius 
was just afraid of what responsibility he took upon himself, undertaking to help a girl in trouble? 
- Not at all. Everything is exactly as expected. Except I didn't think I'd have to...” He trailed off 
without finishing. Stupid habit of cutting off sentences! And what should I be left with? Ask 
again what he is talking about and again get no answer? “Will you come with me or stay here, 
Lobelia?” 

I gave him a devastating look. It's like he left me a choice at all. he never left me one! Maybe 
that was his cunning plan, to lure me into a trap, creating the illusion of choice? Under no 
circumstances should we forget that he is a black baron. There were no good stories about them. 
I stood up and started pacing the room nervously. I see that I have no options. I finally answered. 
If I have to wait for his answers, then let him wait. "But I want to know what's going on because 
I feel like a sheep you're leading to the slaughter!" Now I've already shouted it in his face. 


Suddenly, something happened to him, as if the mask of steadfastness fell off the sorcerer's face - 
the man impulsively, abruptly got up from his chair and after a moment, having overcome the 
distance, he already dug his lips into mine! His hands pulled me to him, slid down my back to 
my neck, to my thighs. He kissed greedily, persistently. as a man who crossed the desert would 
lust after every sip of water, so he glided over my lips, as if only they were able to quench their 
thirst. His, mine - our breath hitched, and I felt the ground slipping from under my feet - it was 
he who lifted me up in his arms, throwing my legs over his hips. I wrapped my arms around his 
neck and ran my fingers through his stiff silver hair—how many times I dreamed about it at 
night and how disarmingly beautiful it was. 

I didn't even try to resist. I didn't even think about it when I accurately guessed the impulse, 
recognized the sensual excitement, as soon as Lucius headed towards me! “Lobelia...” he 
whispered my name, on an exhalation choked with passion, and clenched his hands on his hips, 
enjoying the roundness of the forms. He was choking, just like me - the desire seized him, 
burning all the air around him, demanding immediate contact of the bodies. There was no need 
for words - we were like drugged by each other. I kissed him and inhaled the aroma of 
coniferous forests, sweet flowers. I drowned in him and did not want to be rescued! His lips slid 
down, from the neck to the collarbones, and I almost suffocated from the feeling that gripped me 
- inside everything contracted and unclenched from his touch on my chest, nipples. extra clothes, 
I felt that his passion was just as great. 

I wanted him as much as I probably wanted a man for the first time in my life! Unable to 
keep himself on his feet, he threw me on the red velvet sofa, and we began to literally tear off 
each other's clothes. I needed, just needed, to touch his naked body with mine, otherwise I would 
have simply died on the spot. right now! He clung to me, barely dropping his pants. A sorcerer 
with eternally cold hands - he was hot, and his flesh was hot, which hastily found my cherished 
folds. I was tense to the limit and felt acutely - how his big hot head touched my sensual lips, 
how he, without holding back a groan, introduced himself into me. I was so wet downstairs that 
he penetrated inside, barely touching - quickly and unhindered. I closed my eyes, feeling how 
Lucius filled me with himself, tight, to the very limit. so that everything inside me ached from 
tension and anticipation of future relaxation. He froze for a moment, as if not believing what was 
happening. And then he began to move, lingeringly, with pleasure, generating one wave of 
excitement after another. 

His strong hands gripped me, lips looking for lips to cover with a passionate kiss. our bodies 
touched, giving rise to sweet music of emotions - I moaned as he plunged into me, making me 
feel full length again and again, so that as soon as he reached the end I clutched at his shoulders, 
feeling her consciousness fade, covered by a whirlwind of sensual pleasure. 

Yielding to an impulse, he lifted both my legs up and threw him over one shoulder - with my 
knees squeezed together, the sensations became sharper, I seemed to become even tighter inside 
and Lucius grew low from the surging wave - I felt exactly the same and arched, catching the 
onset of orgasm. But he did not stop, ruthlessly continued to move faster, clutching my hips and 
legs to him. He drove in more often and now did not spare me, entering strongly and powerfully. 
I thought I was going crazy when a second wave hit me right after - at that moment, reacting to 
how everything shrank inside me, he also finished. With hot, sensitive flesh, I felt how hot it 
poured into me and continued to move, unable to stop. Finally, we froze together on the red 
damp velvet of the sofa. Exhausted, devastated... Lucius' eyes shone. Noticing that I was looking 
at him, the sorcerer turned around. He looked at me with thoughtful tenderness, like me, not 
daring to say anything. Break this magical silence. - What are you thinking about? I asked, still 


unable to bear his silence and that piercing gaze. He seemed to know what I was thinking, but 
now, after all, I needed to know what was going on there, behind his cold blue eyes. “Still want 
an answer, will I go with you?” — This is no longer necessary. - He whispered and gently touched 
his lips to my shoulder. “Now I will never, ever let you go. 

I smiled back at him. He was there. So warm, so soft. I hated the very thought of leaving his 
arms, this sweet captivity with the scent of coniferous forests and flowers. I clung to him, feeling 
under my fingers the attractive hardness of the muscles, the softness and elasticity of his white 
skin. Again and again... I just needed to feel that he was real. That I'm not dreaming of all this. I 
received an answer to my question. no. I didn't just want intimacy and passion, I wanted exactly 
him - and I was tormented by what I could not get. But why, if the sorcerer felt exactly the same, 
did he deprive us of this unity for so long? This warmth that is now spreading in gentle streams 
throughout the body. I knew that he felt this peaceful ecstasy now, I saw it in his eyes! Lucius 
didn't take his eyes off me. He stroked the skin, touched the eyelashes and lips with soft 
fingertips. He must not have believed it was real either. “I have important, urgent business 
waiting for me in Amadaen-sur. He broke the silence with a whisper. He quietly, as if he was 
afraid to frighten off the bliss that spilled spoke between us. “You have nothing to do with him, 
but I can't leave you here alone, because I won't be sure that you will be all right. However, I 
can't decide for you. he added, becoming serious. There was a frown between his dark brows. 
“You don't belong to me. no matter how hard it is. 

In his eyes, I caught longing. why is he saying this? Don't belong? Now, at this very moment, 
I was ready to give everything, just to never leave his arms again! Just to feel this warmth inside, 
this unity. I was not alone for the first time in my life and I wanted to belong to him. Maybe it 
was only an impulse, but now I did not need freedom. “Would you like me to be only yours?” 
Lucius didn't answer, just looked straight into my eyes with his serious piercing gaze and sealed 
my lips with a light kiss. - We must get together. If we set off right now, then by the evening we 
will have time to hide in the thicket. We are not allowed to stay in front of everyone - we will 
spend the night in Blackwoods, and by sunset tomorrow we will have reached Amadaen-sur. Put 
on something comfortable and warm and don't take anything extra. We only need a couple of 
blankets. Having said this, he got up, and I was left alone, covered with goosebumps from the 
cold that surrounded me - the fire in the fireplace was almost out, we were too busy to watch 
him. 

Lucius quickly dressed and looked inquiringly at me, still naked, reclining on the red sofa. 
And I just could not take my eyes off, I wanted to see every centimeter of his slender, lean body, 
on which there was practically no hair. Exciting curves of the muscles, a deep groove on the 
press rushing along the torso tapering to the hips, where between the legs loomed what I wanted 
to touch again and immediately. Reading my thoughts, he picked up a small sofa cushion from 
the floor and deftly threw it at me. - Hey, wake up! He laughed. “We have been running out of 
time. If you don't come right now, I'm going to have to wrap you in that blanket over there and 
drag you like that. I had to get up.Feigning resentment, I picked up a dress from the floor and, 
only slightly covering it in front, slipped out of the office, shaking my elastic hips. feeling 
satisfied with his lustful look on my ass. 


CHAPTER 18. 
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I made this outfit myself. I used one of the dresses that, on Lucius' orders, his obsessed 
servants bought for me - it was a rich blue-black color, but it was offensively small in my 
shoulders. I took it as a basis, sewing my pants in a masculine manner, but tapering to the shins, 
as well as a warm fitted vest with wraps on the right and buckles. In addition, I had altered 
Someright's black coat, which he left for me and did not come back to pick up. now I knew why. 
Putting on a loose cotton shirt under the bottom, gathered at the throat and pulling on high 
leather boots over woolen socks knitted by me, I hurried back to the sorcerer. She entered 
without knocking, carefully opening the door.Lucius was not alone. Next to him stood an old, 
horned, obsessed man. He was writing something, bending slightly over the folder that he held in 
his hand. A little further away, looking at the spines of books, a very young boy was walking 
past the shelves, with black horns that grew among his disheveled straw hair. When I entered, 
they turned around, but the old one, whom I had seen before, immediately returned to the notes, 
unlike the young one, who froze in my presence, seemingly forgetting how to blink- Karastr and 
Nimen. “The sorcerer introduced them to me. 

“They will take us to Tavichi, the last human village on the outskirts of the Blackwoods. I 
could send us myself, but it's not worth the risk - the movement of demons is less noticeable than 
bursts of magical power. Having thawed, Nimen bowed low to me and stretched out in a sharp- 
toothed smile. Nightmare! How old was he? Hardly more than me, but rather less than three or 
four years. This possessed was just a boy. Don't be afraid, you've done this before. I shrugged 
indifferently and went up to Neumen, who crept up all over, drew himself up - a stupid smile did 
not leave his boyish freckled face. - Do you want to go with him? Lucius frowned, glaring coldly 
at his servant. The smile of that instantly drooped, and in the article the confidence diminished. 
“T was thinking of sending you with Karastr...he is more experienced after all. "What's wrong 
with Nimen?" - I was offended by the boy. “Nothing... it’s just that he took possession of the 
body not so long ago and has not yet fully... adapted to our world.” I wouldn't have summoned 
him if someone more experienced was nearby. 

I looked inquiringly at the guy and asked directly: — Nimen, you will carry me where 
ordered, right? “Yes, my lady,” he immediately replied in a broken youthful voice. - Don't 
hesitate for a minute. - Here you go. - I stated, sighing. To tell the truth, I did not want to touch 
Karastra at all. He was just one of those demons that are usually drawn in the pictures of books - 
hunched over, with crooked horns, large moles and incomprehensible growths on his face and 
arms, like some kind of toad. It also smelled terribly of garlic. - As you know. Lucius growled, 
but before moving away from us, he unequivocally threatened Nymen with his finger, to which 
he bowed in fright. Everything happened quickly - the sorcerer threw a black woolen robe over 
his shoulders that hung on the back of the chair. Long, with a wide and deep hood, and wrapped 
it around the clasp on the shoulder. Then he threw a small canvas backpack on his back with 
traveling blankets tied to it - thick, of coarse, undyed wool - and extended his hand to the 
possessed. He took hold of her, placing a kiss on the sorcerer's ring, and stepped closer, placing 
his other hand on his master's shoulder. A cloudy gray haze billowed around the silhouettes of 
the men, swirling upwards until it engulfed them and melted away just as quickly, leaving a faint 
smell of thunder in the air. - Let's go, ma'am. - Quietly responded behind my back Neumen. “The 
master will be angry if we don’t follow him. — He said with some slyness in his voice. 


I readily held out my hand to the possessed, who stretched out in a smile and clumsily pecked 
me on the back of his hand. And then he took a sharp step towards rapprochement and 
impulsively grabbed by the waist, so that we were nose to nose, since we were the same height - 
what an insolent one! Evaporating in clouds of smoke from the office, I felt the boy pulling 
closer to me and inhaling my aroma with full breasts. It was probably not worth it to break out. 
but what an impudent breed! Nothing is afraid! After all, Lucius will break off his horns now if 
he sees him. 

And I'd break it if I saw it. But neither the sorcerer nor the frighteningly vile possessed 
Krastra was around. There were only wooden walls, some bags, and baskets. I stood in the 
middle of an unfamiliar pantry, clenched in Neumann's clumsy embrace, who was in no hurry to 
let me go. - What demon? Where did you take me? - I hissed right in his face, and twitched, 
trying to free myself. But the youth, a youth, but still possessed, held tight and still smiled. “No 
one will interfere with us here, my lady.” he whispered, choking from the surging feelings and 
stretched his lips to mine. Stunned by such news, I slapped him with all my might, and then 
again with the other hand, and while the young lover was coming to, I also loaded my knee 
directly into the tense flesh. Here is the hero! Two inches from the pot, but everything is there? 
“But you...” he groaned, clutching at the causal place. “You made your own eyes on me!” You 
have chosen me! I was all over with indignation. Chose? He appreciated my humanity so much?! 
Oh, what a mess in the head of these obsessed. Or mine, since I decided that they can be treated 
like people. And after all, I bought into an innocent face, literally took pity on the boy. It was 
necessary to listen to Lucius and choose the garlic demon - he certainly would not have let his 
hands loose. But what now? - Yes, I took pity on you, fool! You're still a little boy, where did 
you go? The young hero-lover looked at me with compassionate eyes, not yet completely 
changed from the demonic transformation, and by God, he almost burst into tears. - I'm not a 
child. I just got such a body! 

Well, what to do? That's because I'm lucky, in a word - cursed. And this one is right there. 
Here's the thing - if you want to live a normal life, you need to stay away from any men at all. 
And don't be kind in any way. Although, who knows, maybe if I’m rude to the right and left, the 
gentlemen won’t decrease. There is in the breed of some men a tendency to submission and 
masochism. “Come on, take me where you need to go.” I won't say anything. Just keep your 
hands away from me, you milk sheep! Neumann straightened up unhappily and cautiously 
approached me, holding out his hand. I took hold of it and the possessed one grabbed the second 
one in my forearm. He was now ashamed to look into my eyes, and he turned away, starting to 
dissolve us in space. I must have hurt his masculine feelings by calling him a child. 

And what if there is a child, after all, even a little fool would disobey the witch master, and 
even so boldly. 

Emerging from the gray fog, I saw how Neumen recoiled from me against his will - Lucius 
lifted him by the breasts, tearing him off the floor and quietly said something, watching the 
reaction. The possessed man shook his horned head in fright, clutching at his master's hands. We 
stood on a small edge at the very edge of the forest, in the shade of a large oak tree with a 
yellowed, but not yet completely fallen crown. In the distance, where the evening sun was 
leaning towards the horizon, a bluish smoke smoked over the chimneys, floated over dozens of 
variegated roofs, slowly dissolving in a light autumn breeze. On the other hand, the darkness of 
the forest hung dangerously. Blackwoods. Tall trees stretched in a dense front in both directions, 
as far as the eye could see. Through the whole of Evenor there was a great black forest - an 


impregnable haven of elves, the border between two worlds. - What did he do? - The sorcerer 
asked me already. His gaze was heavy, and because of the anger that overwhelmed the man, the 
air around him almost sparkled with tension. - Let him go. He didn't do anything, he just made a 
bad joke. - He was joking, that is. - Lucius repeated unkindly and again turned his gaze to the 
boy, who shrank from an unkind foreboding. The sorcerer raised his hand to his face and with his 
forefinger traced a sweeping sharp symbol on his forehead. Neumen's skin charred and hissed at 
the touch, but the possessed did not scream, only squinted harder and bared his sharp teeth. 

I rushed to help out the klutz, but Karastra stopped me, blocking the road and spreading his 
arms wide. - Leave it, ma'am. Better not interfere, it will only get worse. he muttered. Having 
finished with the spell, Lucius simply opened his fist, and the boy fell at his feet - immediately 
got up, kneeling and kissing the hem of his master's robes. - Thank you, master. thank you. - he 
lamented, but the sorcerer disgustedly tore the edge of the robe from his hands. Considering this 
as permission to get out, the young man got up, and without unbending to the end began to melt 
in the air. Following him, Krastr melted with a bow. “He didn’t do anything, why are you doing 
this to him?” Lucius was as gloomy as a thundercloud. He did not answer me, he simply threw a 
backpack over his shoulders and, persistently taking my hand, pulled me towards the dark forest. 
Well, let him not speak. What did he think of that, I wonder? And the obsessed is not at all sorry. 
well, maybe a little. in general, that's how he needs it! Only now I wonder what my jealous 
sorcerer did with him. But that was it, jealousy. Is not it so? That thought made me feel warm 
inside. After all, she is jealous, so. she feels something? We walked quickly, I could barely keep 
up with the sorcerer's wide steps. He seemed to want to hide under the spreading crowns as soon 
as possible, as if they were a shelter from the danger that pursued us. Who knows, maybe it 
really was. 

Climbing over the ravine on the way, I was once again glad that I was not too lazy to get 
such a comfortable suit in my wardrobe. It is terrible to imagine how much I would have suffered 
in a travel dress! Yes, my attire was rather masculine and, as a result, very indecent for a lady. on 
the other hand, should I even think about decency! The closer we got to the forest, the quieter it 
became. Here I could not hear the chirping of birds, extraneous rustles. only the wind breathed in 
the crowns of tall dark trees, giving rise to a feeling of anxiety inside me. This is how the elven 
charms lying on the black forest acted. They were designed to scare people away, inspire them 
with fear and awe in front of a dark labyrinth of trunks, spreading branches and wild bushes. I 
was also afraid, but Lucius was with me, who rushed forward, completely not sharing my 
emotions. A sorcerer as strong as him must really be unaffected by this ancient magic. Entering 
under the spruce crowns, I fought with myself. Everything inside me screamed "run!" — sensing 
this anxiety, the man squeezed my hand tighter and slowed down a bit. - It will pass. Further, in 
more often the spell does not work. Only here. He confirmed my assumptions. 

It seems that Lucius no longer frowned, let go of his anger. I decided to take advantage of the 
moment and talk to the jealous sorcerer, and besides, to distract myself with conversation, from 
an enchanted feeling of anxiety that demanded that I run away from the forest immediately. 
“What you did to Neumen haunts me. Why did he thank you? The man chuckled, smiling wryly, 
but this time he did not remain silent. Because he survived, of course. Well, I didn't do anything 
to him. You say he didn't touch you, right? Lucius turned to look at me and glared at me from 
under the black hood pulled over his eyes. Perhaps this whole situation really hurt him. In 
response, I just shook my head. “Well, maybe I deprived him of some abilities...””» The man 
surrendered with a heavy sigh. Admitted, it should be noted, not without pride. But he won't be 
too sad about that. You never know in life the pleasures that you can indulge in without 


encroaching on someone else's. "Not encroaching on someone else's"? I pricked up my ears and 
decided to develop the topic - inside me, from these words of his, everything ached sweetly. 
Does he still have feelings for me? “What would you do if he touched me?” 

I felt the man tense inside, his hand, squeezing mine, became like stone - cold and hard. After 
a pause, he answered harshly without turning around: - If you wanted it, then nothing. No, I 
didn't like that answer at all! Of course, I would not want him to kill the insolent man who 
encroached on my charms, but he hit me hard. oh, female nature. Still, he acted too cruelly with 
Neumen, he simply took and deprived the boy of male power. although, what kind of boy is he? 
Well, here I am again forgetting that those who are obsessed with people remain only externally. 
- Let's not talk about it. - Wearily asked the sorcerer. “Until we stop for a halt, it’s best not to 
draw too much attention to ourselves. The black forest is not a place for easy walks and 
conversations, there are too many ears and predatory mouths. 

I grew up in the city and never left its limits in my life. Until everything spun in her so 
quickly and swiftly. Therefore, I saw mountains and forests only in illustrations for books and 
paintings, and if the first struck me with their primordial power and monumental calmness, then 
the forest inspired a foretaste of mystery, incredible meetings. The spell of anxiety, as Lucius had 
promised, receded. Smoothly, so I didn’t even notice when it happened, and they were replaced 
by a lively, quivering interest and admiration. It was gloomy in Chernolesye, but not dark, it was 
easy to breathe here, and the silence created by the sound-absorbing trees, deadwood bedding 
and grasses underfoot was mesmerizing. 

Here it was believed that a unicorn might come out from around the corner. Or rush past, 
with the wind in a silvery mane and long tail. The glare that I snatched out of the corner of my 
eye here and there could well have been generated by the wings of fairies. who knows, maybe all 
these fabulous creatures still live here in the elven forest, and even Lucius and I will meet one of 
them. The main thing is not to have a wyvern or a troll - I will probably refuse such a meeting 
with a fabulous one. 

The time for a halt has not yet come at all soon, and until then I tried more than once or twice 
to start a conversation, but the sorcerer only reminded me of maintaining silence. So they were 
silent all the way, until night fell on the Black Forest and the stars began to light up in the dense 
interweaving of branches above our heads. 

Then Lucius pointed upward for some reason and said: — I know this place — we will spend 
the night here. Good thing we got there. 

I stared blankly at him. We were standing at the huge roots of a thick oak and the man clearly 
pointed to its crown. “You mean ina tree?” - Well, yes. - He answered with a smile and walked 
around him, as if looking for something. A moment later the branch above my head swayed, and 
Lucius was kneeling on it. He leaned down, holding out his hand to me. - Come on, come on. 
What? Are you afraid of heights? 

I was afraid of heights, but not really. And yet, spend the night on a tree? But how to build a 
fire to keep warm? In fact, since somewhere over the forest the sun has set, it has become 
noticeably colder. I already stretched out my hand to him, as I saw her. the larva of the poison 
dart beetle, poking around in the bark of an oak tree right in front of my nose! And I kept 
thinking, what is so important I forgot. 

Patting the pockets of my coat, I fished out a small bottle of tooth powder, and without 
hesitation shaking it on the ground beside me, began to clean the remains with my finger. 
Wormwood here is the sea, you will only need wine. And I was sure that Lucius would definitely 


have this drink in his backpack. Grind the insect and grass, pour wine, wait a day and the "bitter 
fate of whores" is ready! What are you thinking again? 

I blushed, but explained why, showing a small bottle, which now crowded five fat worms. 
Lucius laughed so merrily in response that I was even more embarrassed and even angry with 
him. What, my precaution means nothing to him? Or maybe I don't want kids at all? Or do not 
want them specifically from him? 

- Do not be angry! - Said the man, becoming serious and again held out his hand to me. 
“Drop those poor fellows. Believe me, with me that rubbish that you rested in the "Purple Rose" 
you do not need at all. 

I barely held back a sigh of sympathy. Here's to you. although, why be surprised. He's a 
sorcerer. You never know how magic affects their bodies, besides, many of his tribe do not 
neglect any special recipes for increasing magical power, how to know how poisonous they are 
and what consequences they have. Well, at least the demons' habitation in their own body is just 
awful! 

I shook the worms out of the bottle and put it back in my pocket, you never know what it will 
be useful for. Stretching, I grabbed his hand and wrist with both hands, and Lucius easily pulled 
me up, helped me sit on a branch, and beckoned me to follow him. 

It was amazing! In the very center of the tree, hidden behind the branches, there was an 
almost perfectly round recess, like a baby's cradle, only Lucius and I could easily fit in it. This 
bed was covered with dry oak leaves - the man spread one of the blankets over them and invited 
me to be the first to try our forest haven. 

The leaves sprung pleasantly, crunching under the weight of my body. I couldn't resist and 
leaned back with my arms outstretched. Through the yellow foliage and branches above my head 
bright stars looked at me, the sky seemed so close that it was as if I could reach it with my hands. 
Yes. where to this place is the bedchamber of "Full Moon and Inspired Stars." In the city you 
will not see such a sky. 

The leafy mat rustled as Lucius sank down beside him. He pulled cheese, jerky, and fresh 
crispy bread from his backpack and offered to join his feast. I was so hungry that for the first few 
minutes I stuffed it all into myself almost without chewing. The sorcerer even had to knock me 
on the back a couple of times because of the crumbs that got into the wrong throat. A velvet sky 
above your head, a warm rustling bed and Lucius, with whom it was not scary to go to Black 
Forest, and indeed, probably anywhere. Having sated and drunk the wine taken by the man, I lay 
back on the blanket, and did not notice how the dream took possession of me. 

I dreamed of a woman in a silver-white robe. it fell to her very bare feet, as well as her hair, 
silk, copper-brown. Her huge green eyes were wide open in silent horror, and tears ran down her 
tender ruddy cheeks, leaving wet paths on her velvety white skin. It was as if she did not know 
where to go, rushing from side to side in the dense Chernolesskaya thicket, hugging tree trunks, 
whispering something to them, as if begging for something so important to her that she was 
ready to part with any of her treasures and even with wonderful long hair. “Nathaniel...” Her cry 
reached me like a whisper. "Nathaniel. amani benaar. Nathaniel!" 

I woke up and sat up abruptly in bed. Dawn was breaking in the sky and the thicket 
impenetrable shadow was again replaced by twilight. — Did you say something? Lucius was 
sitting on a branch a little further from me, peeling an apple. I never understood why people peel 
apples? After all, the peel is also very tasty and healthy! 

“T had a strange dream...” I muttered, rubbing my eyes. It was surprisingly warm under the 
covers on this leafy bed. But it was worth pointing her nose out. brr. - A woman in white 


wandered somewhere in the trees and called for some man. I think Nathaniel. Lucius stopped 
chewing and stared at me strangely. Did she say anything else? he asked, glaring at me with his 
icy eyes. - It seems so, but I don’t understand in what language. something like “beckon” and, it 
seems, “bezoar’’. “Amani benaar?” And nothing more? Yes, that's exactly what it looks like! No, 
she just cried and called the man. Do you know how it translates? - Yes. Lucius looked gloomy 
and lost. He violently threw the apple away from him, and it slammed against a neighboring tree, 
and remained on its trunk as a smeared blot of mashed potatoes. “It’s Elvish, meaning “my 
heart.” Let's go, it's already dawn, we need to move. We quickly turned our not cunning camp 
and Lucius helped me go down. He also dangled me from a branch, and then, dropping the 
backpack after him, jumped off himself. 

Today he was even more gloomy than yesterday, and I wondered if it was because of my 
dream? And who was such a beautiful woman for him, if he was so upset because of her? If she 
really existed? But I didn’t dare to ask. suddenly I would have made everything even worse. The 
man was already walking forward with such an expression on his face, as if he had just 
swallowed the "bitter fate of whores." 

I preferred to think about the incredible things that lay ahead of me. About elves, of course. 
Perhaps someday I will brag about this adventure, because few people from the time of the great 
wars with them managed to see at least one live sharp-eared. “Maybe I'll even tell my children 
about it...” I thought and stopped short, looking at Lucius. Oh. well, what kind of fool am I! As 
soon as a handsome man pays attention to me, I’m already all of him, and in my thoughts I gave 
birth to him two, or even five children! Yes, with my curse, maybe it’s not worth planning family 
life at all. And Lucius. he also behaves so strangely, as if he turns his face to me, then his back. 
Maybe he is not interested in me at all, but only this, as he calls it, my source. And in fact, the 
sorcerer sees in me a branch from which you can draw and draw, while enjoying it. And here I 
rolled my lip. I keep trying to catch him, in a special look, in jealousy. He tells me right to my 
face that he has nothing against me not only inviting him to my bed. 

My morning passed in such gloomy thoughts. We ate leftover cheese and bread on the go, 
without stopping because we had to hurry. We did not have provisions for another night, and the 
thicket, according to the sorcerer, was even more dangerous in the depths. He claimed that we 
did not meet anyone only because we were walking along a safe path, although I did not see any 
path. As for me, we just walked through the forest somewhere forward, skirting trees, hills and 
ravines. It was a mystery to me how he found some landmarks here! After all, the forest was 
exactly the same, no matter where you look. The path suggests something even, simple and 
obvious, but from time to time we made our way through thickets of bushes and thick grass, in 
which anything could be hidden, from snakes to some fabulous bloodsuckers. When the sun 
began to go down, I no longer felt my legs at all. She was ready to offer the sorcerer to stop for a 
halt even without any food. I just needed to lie down. To press my back to something, to rest my 
sore, swollen legs. Suddenly Lucius stopped, holding me, moving by inertia - not understanding 
the road, if only the black robe and boots, from time to time peeking out from under it, loomed 
ahead. 

He looked around and dropped his backpack at his feet. I looked worriedly in the same 
direction as he - did they come? Or did the safe path turn out to be not so safe, and his instinct 
told him that we were about to become the prey of a predator? But the man did not look worried, 
rather serious. He threw back his hood and leaned forward, making a sign in front of him, the 
meaning of which I did not know. something from circles and wavy squiggles shone in front of 
him, outlined with both hands. And he spoke. In a language that I heard for the first time, but 


there was no doubt that it was elvish. I wonder how many years he had to work hard to learn 
such a beautiful speech. it looked complicated, ornate, it seemed to me that not a single word was 
repeated. As soon as Lucius stopped talking, we received an answer. Everything inside me 
contracted in some kind of quivering anticipation - from behind the trees, as if they had always 
been there, three stately men in green leather armor came out to us. Two remained where they 
were, bows at the ready, until the third was almost abreast of us and bowed slightly with his left 
hand over his heart. 

That's how I imagined elves. well, only taller. I would never have thought that these graceful 
representatives of the ancient race of such short stature! If the human males were mostly above 
meter eighty, then the elves in front of me hardly reached meter seventy. Although, it was 
probably too early to judge by three representatives of a whole nation. The one closest to us 
barely reached Lucius' eyes with his blond head, but on the whole he was very attractive. Fine 
features, a straight nose, slightly slanting eyes and a well-defined oval of a harmonious face. 
Perhaps there was something subtly feminine in his beauty. lush eyelashes? Sensual lips? But the 
hands - here I was upset - were the most ordinary. They lied to me about the extra phalanxes of 
the fingers! No, the fingers were long, graceful. but they looked the most ordinary. 

This elven man was dressed somewhat differently than his archer companions. Subtly richer. 
on his jacket, the same as theirs, there was gold embroidery that imitated the interweaving of 
vines. High boots were made from a different, lighter and thinner leather. From under the collar 
of the jacket and its sleeves peeped out not a gray, but a pure white shirt. Two ornate scabbards 
hung from his gold-embroidered belt, above which towered simple hilts braided with smooth 
steel cord. “Lafeni ashhall, child. Who is with you. - the elf began his greeting and suddenly 
stopped, but his face changed. - Filiam was given a palladium? Manamat anaren... — He turned 
to his companions, they lowered their bows and exchanged something in surprise. “Greetings, 
filiam, to the lands of House Amadaen. - He turned to me. Just think about it! A real elf is talking 
to me! - For my family you will become a dear guest, because Evandole himself endowed your 
family with a gift that has no price. Follow me, I will guide you. 

Lucius picked up the backpack and touched me reassuringly on the elbow. The man smiled 
for what must have been the first time since this morning. We all walked through the same dense 
forest and there was nothing nearby that looked like the outskirts of a big city - no noise, no carts 
of merchants, no people. Maybe all this is not there, and the elven cities have become 
impoverished since the time of wars with people, turning into sparsely populated villages? So I 
thought, until we approached the cliff, hidden behind the wide leaves of a bush unknown to me. 
or human-sized grass, who can figure out the name of this greenery that grew here everywhere! 
Walking around it was like diving out of a muddy river... an incredible beauty opened up right 
in front of our eyes. We stood on a hill, and right below us ran a fast silvery river, across which 
no less than a dozen long white stone bridges were thrown from this cliff. All of them led to a 
huge city-fortress, growing right out of a huge mountain, with tall white walls of defensive 
fortifications that hid hundreds of high towers and platforms with passages between them. With 
green gardens on the roofs and green flags flying over all this splendor. The elven city seemed to 
shine from within, reflecting the reddish light of the setting sun. 

I stared with all my eyes, unable to tear myself away from the spectacle. And all this 
splendor in a day's journey from people? Probably, the approaches to the elven city are guarded 
not only by two archers and this sweet-talking one. Otherwise, I do not understand how the rulers 
of the surrounding kingdoms have not yet invaded here. Yes, the same dragon Banagor, whose 
lair is very close to Blackwood. As if reading my mind, the elf proudly said: ““Alduin Keep is not 


as old as you might think. My house rebuilt it in the image and likeness of the one that stood 
high in the mountains of Ensk when we elves reigned supreme in Evenor. But everything flows 
and flows away, and only our memory lives, keeping memories of that. We have built a new 
stronghold in the black forest, making it even larger and more beautiful, but also more reliable 
than before. Now we will not be besieged because of the river at the foot of Alduin and the 
impenetrable cliffs on its other side. If one of the human rulers decides to come here, we will 
give a worthy rebuff, and if the army of the house Amadaen is still defeated, which is not 
conceivable for me, we will blow up the bridges. The stocks of provisions in our fortress city 
will last for several decades. 

It’s interesting, he just boasts in front of me, this elf, or so delicately warns, they say: “Tell 
your people, human woman, that no matter what horde of thugs hungry for elven blood they 
bring here, nothing is sweeter than grass under their feet, and a confident elven kick in the ass - 
they won’t get it!” We walked along a wide white stone bridge, and I enthusiastically looked at 
the world around. She touched the cool white stone with her hand, admired the exquisite carved 
pattern on it and the height on which this wonderful passage was built. Lucius did not admire, 
but did not take his eyes off me with a satisfied, mocking look. He was talking to the elf about 
something in his language and even handed over a scroll, pulling it out from somewhere in the 
folds of the black robe. Only their last dialogue was in a speech familiar to me: - Everything is 
ready for Philiamel Lantishan, you are on time as always, but we did not suspect that you would 
not be alone. What will Chantal say? You, as always, do not think about your loved ones, Lucius, 
again leaving the most important for later. - The elf blamed him, in a parting tone. — You can’t 
do that, it would upset Istril, you know. 

I've had enough of these wise words of yours, Kadarin, leave them to your daughters. As for 
Istril, you know better than I that there is only one thing that upsets her. - The sorcerer sharply 
answered him, to which the elf grimaced, as if biting off a lemon and fell silent. So we came to a 
huge white gate, open wide to meet us. In silence. It was somehow embarrassing for me to ask, 
but apparently Lucius had been friends with the elves for a very long time and I had just 
witnessed a dispute about some long-standing family showdown in this house. But this riddle did 
not interest me for long, because we entered the fortress city, the white stone Alduin. and people 
believe that Alduin is a precious magic stone that gives the representatives of this people eternal 
life. But here it is, as a matter of fact. Having passed the gates decorated with intricate carvings 
and gold, we stepped onto a platform surrounded by a green garden. It was located on the roof of 
a tall building and offered a beautiful view of the streets of Alduin. From here it was possible to 
move further along the passages and rooftops, or go down the wide stairs below to walk through 
the crowded quarters paved with shiny paving stones. Down there, along the cramped cozy 
streets, beautiful people were walking in light loose clothes, green leather armor familiar to me. 
Yes, they were still not tall, but they were distinguished from the townspeople familiar to my 
eyes by stateliness and. that, no matter how I looked, I didn't see a single old man among them. 
Is it true what they say that elves live forever? 

A loud cry pulled me out of my long thoughts: - Lucian! Lucian! - A fair-haired girl with 
pearly white skin and beautiful, laughing brown eyes, ran to meet us. Her long light green dress, 
gathered under her breasts, was not created for this, and the elf lifted its hem a little, revealing 
graceful thin legs. I, as if through a dream or a fog, watched how she ran up to the sorcerer, as if 
flushed from running, clasped his neck with her thin arms and, rising on the toes of her soft green 
shoes, kissed him directly on the lips, covering her eyes in the edge with pleasure long dark 
eyelashes. It happened again. My glass heart shattered, scattering painful pieces all over my 


body. I was betrayed again, exchanged and did not attach any importance to it. Lucius... no, 
Lucian didn't move away from the elf, he just put his hands on hers and brought them to his 
chest. - Lafeni ashhall, Chantal. And here again I was not lucky enough to run into your father's 
patrol. 


CHAPTER 19. 
Rip off my skin to steel: 
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The fact that Kadarin was not a simple elf became clear even at our first meeting. But how 
difficult it was only revealed when we crossed the threshold of his house. Huge - three floors, 
built from the same white mineral unknown to me as the walls of the city, it would suit, perhaps, 
some nobleman, and not a guard from the forest guard - its facade was quite simply decorated on 
the outside: straight lines, simple , windows rounded to the top, a red tiled roof, but inside it 
reigned pink marble, natural wood and expensive fabrics. All the furniture was unusual, as if it 
had not been hewn, but grown - twisted legs, vine backs, intertwined armrests. Doors were 
replaced by sliding screens and colored silks, velvet and linen, with which almost all rooms were 
decorated in a special way - fabrics were attached above the central lamp and diverged to the 
sides in the manner of a tent, giving the premises an incredible comfort and sophistication. The 
hat stand at the entrance even bloomed with small white flowers and emitted a marvelous 
fragrance. But I had no one to ask about who he was, what post this elf held. 

More precisely, it was, but from that very moment on the square I forbade myself three 
things: to think about Lucian, look at Lucian, talk to Lucian. From now on, I even silently called 
this. this. dishonorable slug, this pale grebe, just like that. Because my Lucius remained 
somewhere there, in the Bekken fortress, and now he was completely different nearby. I 
understood perfectly how stupid it all sounded, but. it's easier this way. Indeed, it was the only 
way to persuade myself not to burst into tears right there, under a strange sky, in a strange city, 
surrounded by strange people. And again I was trapped. Once again I had nowhere to run, neither 
from circumstances nor from my own feelings, which tore me apart from the inside when I heard 
his voice next to me. I think he understood everything, he barely looked at me when Chantal 
asked about me. Here, she, all so unearthly, fresh, like a jasmine flower that has blossomed on 
her first morning, takes her eyes off her beloved Lucian and sees me, looking at them with a 
twisted face from the other side of the square. "Who is it?" she asks, not taking her hands off the 
sorcerer's chest. But Lucian does not answer her, her father is ahead of him and says something 
in their melodious language. And in that gibberish I make out only two familiar words - “filiam”’ 
and “‘amani’, it seems the second one is translated as “heart”, and maybe “mine”. 

The girl's face quickly changes emotions, one after another - first confusion, then surprise 
and then joy. take her demon, sincere puppy joy with which she flies up to me and 
enthusiastically babbles about how happy that the merciful goddess gave her the chance to meet 
me! How glad she is that Lucian brought me here and that I will certainly settle with them in 
their hospitable home. And then he easily turns around on his toes, tossing up his long, light 
skirts and light curls, and turns to his father. He chirps like a child, begging him to confirm that I 


will certainly visit them. And, of course, Kadarin agrees... well, who would refuse such a sweet 
lady... And I'm standing next to her, neither alive nor dead, and I can almost feel her hair in my 
painfully clenched fists, I feel my mouth fill with saliva from the desire to spit in her face. 
because it's disgusting to the point of nausea to look at! Because it's outrageous to see her enjoy 
my presence. It was as if I were some kind of foreign wonder that Lucian brought to her for fun, 
and not a woman whose heart had just been ruthlessly broken. And honestly, it wasn't her fault. 
Needless to say, why I couldn't even look at the sorcerer all the way to their house, and from the 
sound of his voice I trembled, as if from blows. But Lucian looked at me, I would even say, did 
not take his eyes off. During the time that we were together, I learned to feel this tenacious gaze 
with my eyes closed. But why? From a sadistic desire to see my pain? The way I'm suffering 
from. from not being divided.no. I couldn't admit to myself that I had feelings for him. He did 
not get so deep into my heart and, fortunately, did not have time to fatally poison my spirit. 

Nothing, so I will live. I may be Lobelia, but the flower in me is only a name and beauty, and 
under all this I am stronger than card steel. Perhaps. for that I should have thanked my mother. 
Lucian and I were greeted as dear guests - the other two daughters of Kadarin seemed to be 
waiting for our arrival. Matan is a painfully fragile blonde with a sharp but sweet face and Nani, 
much like her father. Slender, fair, with a serious look of slightly slanted green eyes and a cute 
mole in the corner of her mouth. Perhaps it was Nani, the eldest daughter of Kadarin, who was 
the most important beauty in their family - I noted this fact not without pleasure. As soon as we 
crossed the threshold, the table was already set for us. The elves ate wonderfully: sitting on 
pillows scattered over the carpet, at a low long table. They poured wine from tall jugs not into 
bowls, but into bowls, they used not four-pronged, but two-pronged forks for food, and observed 
their own special etiquette. 

So, all three daughters of the elf, in order to sip the wine, turned away from their parent in the 
opposite direction, covering the bowl with their free hand. They took food from the plates only 
after him, after Lucian or after me. At first, this frightened me a little, judge for yourself - as 
soon as I stretched a two-pronged fork to a dish to pick up a small fish in a golden batter, three 
more hands immediately rushed after me to that dish. As soon as I took a small crispy cake from 
a beautiful wicker basket, three more disappeared from it, instantly moving onto the girls’ plates. 
they seemed to tease me, honestly! That's exactly what I thought, until I realized that they 
repeated the same after the men, if they suddenly wanted to taste the same dishes that they did. 
And from the treats here, eyes ran wide. Not that I was hungry at that moment, but even my 
appetite was awakened by the wonderful aromas hovering over the table. The girls laughed, 
vying with questions, bombarding Lucian with questions, and he answered more and more in 
monosyllables or briefly, and from time to time looked at me, guessing if I would like to tell 
something for him. Or perhaps for another reason. When we were just seated at the table, 
Chantal tried to seat us next to him in order to sit between and be, so to speak, in the spotlight, 
but I pretended to be extremely passionate about the conversation with Matanis. The girl did not 
speak common human speech well, but she was keenly interested in what women wear in human 
cities these days. 

In the end, I managed to sit between her and the sedate, silent Nani, much to the annoyance 
of their younger sister. But I almost enjoyed the opportunity to hurt her. 

The conversation at the table was about nothing - just a pleasant conversation in which the 
topics of the weather flashed, gossip of the city and plans for what needs to be done in time for 
Philiamel Lantishan. As I understand it, it was some kind of big holiday associated with the 
elven goddess Lantishan, whom they all reverently revered. When Lucian and Kadarin deepened 


into some kind of conversation in Elvish, and the girls started an argument about which of them 
would wear green, because this color so wonderfully suited every sister, I began to frankly yawn. 
This was noticed and Nani offered to take me to the guest bedroom, because I was definitely 
tired from the road. The girl even confessed that, due to her own thirst to spend time with us, 
they, all three mistresses, did not even think about what path we had traveled before crossing the 
threshold of their house. 

Everyone else got up from the table with me. The way in which etiquette was strictly 
followed here was discouraging and even a little frightening. Apparently, the elves were very 
serious about honoring their elders and hospitality. the guests must have been on a par with them 
in status, or even higher. 

I bowed in embarrassment and blushed even more - it seemed to me that I did it so 
awkwardly! Still, I was not taught elegant manners, and whether they were necessary for the 
hunchbacked cook, who was supposed to spend her whole life at the stove, not sticking her nose 
out of the kitchen. The girls took turns kissing their father. and Lucian. only Chantal kissed the 
sorcerer on the lips. It was beyond my powers! I rubbed my eyes, as if from fatigue, but in fact I 
pressed them painfully into the eye sockets: “if only not to burst into tears, if only not to burst 
into tears!” I repeated it like a spell over and over again. My heart ached painfully in my chest - 
it was so painful, so insulting, to look at them smiling at each other. as if they were laughing at 
me. At least Lucian for sure - you should have seen how he looked at me with his icy eyes after 
Chantal lightly touched him with her lips. Pulling me out of the captivity of painful thoughts, 
Nani laughingly grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the room, while the sisters had not yet 
finished saying goodbye to the men. Did she feel this tension between me and Lucian? Or I just 
wanted to see off my dear guest alone... I was in great demand among these elves. 

All the time at the table, then one third, then the other, then the started a conversation with 
me, trying to capture all the attention and really jealous if I paid attention to one, more than the 
other. They took her hands, touched her hair. I won't say that it was so unpleasant, but it was 
very embarrassing. Hastily passing the living room, the girl led me up a winding staircase that 
twisted into a large hallway on the first floor and was lost under the ceiling. There, at the very 
top, instead of a over it, there was a large round window, into which the bright Chernoles stars 
now looked roof. As close as those that I saw, spending the night in the crown of an old oak. My 
room was at the very top. It was a small but cozy room, made in the same style as all the 
decoration of the house. The difference was only in the color of the fabrics - if in the living 
room, where we settled down for dinner, warm autumn colors dominated, then bright spring 
reigned here rather - blue velvet was combined with white silk and soft green, olive linen, the 
tent that descended from the central chandelier to all corners of the room, a bedspread and 
pillows on a small bed against the far wall, and a small sofa to which was placed close to a table 
on twisted legs, similar to strong weaving of vines. What pleased me was that at least they had 
doors in the bedrooms, only strange ones - they moved to the side, and did not open wide open. 

“There is a closet here,” the girl said cheerfully, slightly moving one of the parts of the tent 
aside. On the wall behind her were simple wooden shelves, on which lay a pair of colorful 
blankets rolled up into rolls, a stack of some clothes, and a small ceramic bowl with a jug in 
color. In general, I also have a closet! - Blankets, bathrobes, a jug with a bowl to wash. You can 
take whatever you need, in the morning I will bring you a clean dress and shoes, it seems that 
you and Chantal wear the same size, even though you are taller. I must have been unable to 
contain the emotion that twisted my face - to wear Chantal's dress? Fe. No, of course, wearing 
something of this nice clean girl would not have embarrassed me before. But it was Chantal! 


What else will I need to wear after her, except for a man, a dress and shoes? - Enchant you water 
for washing? Nani suggested uncertainly. - No, thank you. I can do it myself. - I answered sadly, 
because at the same moment I remembered how Lucius taught me the akvuma in the courtyard of 
the fortress. Lucian taught. 

The magic sign was not given to me for a long time, and by the time something worthwhile 
began to come out, the sorcerer and I were standing ankle-deep in muddy mud. Dirty and 
cheerful... and then he picked me up and carried me all the way to the stairs leading to the 
chambers and the north tower. The elf smiled politely in response. But something was in no 
hurry to leave. “Lobelia, may I ask you a personal question?” I tense. Now he will ask about me 
and Lucian, for sure. And then he will tell the sisters, then they will scratch out my shameless 
eyes for me. To know how to take gray-haired sorcerers away from decent elves. But what to do, 
I had to nod. “What is it like... to be able to choose?” Having prepared a whole speech about the 
fact that in fact there is nothing like that between me and Lucian, I was literally dumbfounded. - 
To choose? What to choose? Suddenly, Nani was embarrassed, her tender pink cheeks flushed, 
but that made the green-eyed blonde only more beautiful. “Men... how does it feel to be able to 
choose anyone?” - What are you talking about? 


The girl stared at me in disbelief. About sevori ishaal oh, the law of unification of halves. 
No, no, - she came up to me and impetuously put my hands in hers, - of course I know that 
everything is different with people than with us! They say that you can have children from any 
union, but what about love? I mean before what happens when your women... — at that moment 
she almost choked with emotion — lie down with men? I pulled away from her a bit. The girl said 
something completely incomprehensible to me. No, it's clear as broad daylight that she meant 
intercourse, but the meaning of her question didn't reach me. ““What happens... when your 
women recline with men?” I tried to get to the point from the other side. Nani rolled her eyes and 
covered her burning face with her hands for a second. Then she somehow giggled quite 
childishly and pulled me onto the sofa, furtively looking around at the door. Did you really think 
that someone would eavesdrop on us? 

“Oh, Lantishan, what a shame! - The elf whispered, but then moved closer to me, dousing 
with a delicate floral aroma. so marvelous that I could hardly restrain myself from pulling my 
nose to taste this marvelous bouquet. And she said, covering herself with her palm. 

“T didn't even think that you might not know this!” I'm sorry I'm confused with my question, 
I'm sorry, I'm sorry. - Perhaps you did not embarrass me, but interested me. - I confessed and 
soothingly stroked her white hand, from which the girl's eyes shone gratefully. “Perhaps if you 
share with me what you think I don't know, I can still answer your question.” Nani almost 
jumped on the spot for joy, but then looked back at the door. Why is she so nervous? Thank you 
Lobelia! I so want. so I want to at least know. ah! She covered her face with her hands again, 
collecting her thoughts. There was no affectation or pretense in her naivety and gestures. I think 
she was a little older than me, but next to her, so airy and bashful, I felt like an old, sophisticated 
courtesan. And now it's annoying beyond measure. I'm only nineteen years old, after all! — Of 
course, I'll tell you everything... hmm, let me think... You definitely heard that we elves live a 
very long time, by the grace of the moon-faced Goddess.The elders say that after losing her first 
child, Lantishan - Mother Goddess of our world - cried for thousands of days and nights until the 
body of her dead son turned to dust and crumbled at her feet. Not wanting to know such pain 
anymore, she tore a part of her heart out of her chest and created a filiamel, so that her children, 
fed from this source, could henceforth live forever, like herself. 


But the wisest, loving us, her first children, wanted us to keep the world in harmony - 
Lantishan did not give us, as later you, people, the opportunity to choose a husband or wife, to 
continue the family from any man to any woman. In order to produce offspring, we must unite 
souls! And, besides, so that her children. do not wallow in fornication and depravity, the 
Goddess created sevori ishaal - the unity of the halves. We, the elifians...”» Nani blushed again, 
choosing her words awkwardly, “unlike your girls, we cannot achieve pleasure by connecting 
with someone who...is not suitable. It is painful for us to lie with a man whose union was not 
blessed by Lantishan. wanted us to keep the world in harmony - Lantishan did not give us, as 
later you, people, the opportunity to choose a husband or wife, to continue the family line from 
any man to any woman. In order to produce offspring, we must unite souls! And, besides, so that 
her children. do not wallow in fornication and depravity, the Goddess created sevori ishaal - the 
unity of the halves. We, the elifians...” Nani blushed again, choosing her words awkwardly, 
“unlike your girls, we cannot achieve pleasure by connecting with someone who...is not 
suitable. It is painful for us to lie with a man whose union was not blessed by Lantishan. 
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together, all this is sealed by a priest or a king... then everyone drinks for a long time, 
celebrating this event... well, they live happily ever after, raising children. 

Nani shook her head. — Our unions are blessed by the Goddess herself! After the tenth 
celebration of Philiamel Lantishan, the girl blossoms and begins to prepare for a meeting with 
her chosen one. It's impossible not to recognize him. everyone says it's as if the world is slipping 
from under your feet, and you no longer see anyone around except him. I imagined. probably this 
feeling was similar to what I experienced when I saw Heinrich on the porch of the "Purple 
Rose". or rather when I realized that among all the men in the world I want to forever remain in 
the arms of Lucius. “And what... do elven men get the same feeling?” — I asked sadly, thinking 
about another scar on my heart. The girl became sad. — Everything is more difficult. Yes, most 
often everything happens that way - she sees him, he sees her, and they understand that the 
Goddess has chosen them for each other, and from now on they will be together forever. But 
sometimes there may not be a reciprocal feeling between them, and for another elf in the world 
there may be several halves, and not one. 


I honestly tried to understand what is the difference from human “loves”, but it turned out 
with difficulty. — So how is it, if the Goddess blesses the unions?! “In her wisdom, she leaves 
her daughters the opportunity to find a new mate if the beloved leaves this world. But non- 
reciprocal feelings and unity with two or three men are so rare that books, poems and plays are 
written about it. Oh, Lobelia, - Nani perked up, - you should definitely hear "Bitterness of Pearl 
Tears" performed by Matanis, she sings so wonderfully this song! You will not hold back your 
sobs when you hear the story of Amarille. Emendil Azure is simply an amazing poet and 
playwright! I would have denied it even under torture... but I couldn't help but think about 
Chantal and Lucian, whether they could “fail to get a couple”. And after that, another thought 
caught up with me from which goosebumps ran down my back ... “Nani... to be honest, I don't 
understand and I don't know how to ask. - Perhaps, the excitement in my voice with giblets 
betrayed the fact that Lucian is not indifferent to me. — Lucian and Chantal they are together... 
so he is not a man? You mean he's an elf? But the ears are not like yours, and indeed. 

The girl smiled slyly and answered, thoughtfully smoothing the folds of the dress on her lap 
with her palm. “I'm not surprised he didn't tell you. Lucius - half, adan. For him, this is an 
offensive nickname, believe me! So we call those who come from the union of elves and people. 
His mother is my father's cousin, and Lucian's father was a human sorcerer, as he is now. Yes, 
this also happens, but very rarely - if Lantishan bleses an elf and a person, then this definitely 
means a lot. Here, for example, our Lucian. you can't even imagine how unusual his fate is. But 
don't ask,” she said ahead of my next question, “I won't tell you what is so important to his heart. 
I would not want you to reveal to someone what is so important to me. - The girl hinted at the 
privacy of our frank conversation. 

No, I won't tell anyone. - I confirmed, and my thoughts were in the forest under the same oak 
tree, where I shook out five wonderful larvae of the poison dart beetle from the bottle. With the 
female problem of the elves, everything was clear, but how could you ask Nani about the male 
peculiarity of the establishment of offspring. so that she would not suspect something. - Well, so 
what? — She asked in a whisper, approaching me quite close. — What is it like to be able to 
choose absolutely anyone? - Well. - to be honest, I did not know what to answer her, even now, 
understanding the essence of the question. 

How can I explain to her that I never had a choice, as such. And only with Lucian I was of 
my own free will. - You know, it's not that the way you imagine it. - Hmm. with such a pass I 
puzzled not only her, but also myself. The genius of my oratorical abilities could have been 
erected a monument. Probably posthumous. — Yes, you're right, it's getting easier for people to 
create a couple or have children, but because of this, this is often done against their will. Well, 
you know, someone gets married to an old man because that old man is very rich, and the bride's 
family, although noble, is poor.Someone can deceive an inexperienced girl and, having made her 
a child, leave her alone. - I stopped in time, because there were already tears in Nani's wonderful 
green eyes. - But it doesn't happen that way. It's just that we have our own problems - you elves 
have your own. But in general, couples are created in the same way as yours: she saw him - he is 
her and that's it. love. They understand that they will never part again. 

It is clear that in ten years he can turn into a black-drinking cattle, for which he beats his 
former lover in vain - I decided to keep silent. And then we, people, are already dense barbarians 
in the eyes of these well-mannered and noble children of Lantishan. Nani's face brightened at my 
words. “But what about... Sevori Ishaal?” What is it like? I heard it's like touching your source 
of magic, like soaring above the clouds, or plunging into the arms of Lantishan. is it really that 
beautiful? 


Now it's my turn to be embarrassed. Well, can it really be seen from my appearance that I am 
such a depraved woman who has their sevori ishaal for breakfast, lunch and dinner? It's a shame, 
the right word. Although, for sure, all the elves just know the story of Evandoel the Wise, who, 
with special grace, got even with the cruel human king and forced the women of his kind lying 
on their backs to make up for what was lost by this world. Of course, in her understanding, I 
should be depraved nowhere. So who am I to disappoint? 

“T think most of your comparisons are roughly correct...” I replied, watching the 
mischievous glint fill the girl's eyes. “It's a very strange feeling. Before you reach it, you feel so 
unusual down here, it seems to tighten, again and again. - Oh, this is eloquence! — And then you 
can't breathe from how much you want it to tighten even tighter... and at that moment it's like 
fireworks explode under your skin, warmth and bliss spread... But what, you have no one else to 
tell about this? — I asked and stopped. What a fool, well, of course, if I didn't see the mother of 
the girls in the house, then something must have happened to her. This was clear from the 
shadow of sadness that slid across Nani's face.- Unfortunately, no one. - Here I did not at all 
want to ask about Chantal, but I bit my tongue in time. So what. it turns out he and Lucian no- 
no? Thank you Lobelia. I just hope that one day I will meet my man. Five more have passed 
since my tenth Filiamel Lantishan celebration. But life is long and, in the end, my father 
promised that with the onset of winter we would go to Khandashal. 

Who knows, maybe my betrothed all this time just walked the streets of another city. Now I 
will know that the wait is definitely worth it, thank you again! She said as she got up. “Oh, and 
I'm sorry I bothered you so much with my questions. Oh, Lantishan, I'm a bad housewife, you're 
so tired! We parted, hugging each other. I must admit that this conversation cheered me up. Now, 
I definitely felt better than there, in the living room, and even more so than in the square against 
the wall, a few hours earlier. But realizing that the reason for this was hope, I was upset again. 
Stupid, stupid Lobelia, as soon as she pulled her paw out of the trap, in her joy she decided to put 
another one in it. Lucian and Chantal were definitely a couple, he kissed her in front of me, 
showing it to everyone, not just me. besides, he never promised me anything other than his 
friendship. As for what was in the north tower. Well, that's what I wanted. So isn't it easier to let 
go and live as bequeathed by my great-great - freely, changing lovers like gloves? Breaking 
hearts and trampling fragments with a heel into the ground under their feet. I twitched, as if 
someone knocked not on the door, but on my head! Akvum, which I was creating at that very 
moment over the jug, splashed all over the table, and besides, it stole my trousers and boots. 
Well, who else did the demons bring in the middle of the night?! 


CHAPTER 20. 
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They say correctly - do not remember and you will not see. He will live long, scoundrel! 

A wooden door with a carved ornament in the form of rosebuds and twisted stems slid aside 
with a slight rustle, and right behind it I met the icy gaze of a traitor. Assessing the situation 
instantly, I tried to close it in front of his nose. or rather push it, but Lucian managed to put his 


foot. What kind of people are these elves?! Even the doors are made so that they can't be 
slammed humanly! “Good night, Lucian. We have nothing to talk about with you. - I said, 
pressing on the door from the other side. Making it clear that I'm not going to give up just like 
that! But what could I do against him - the gray-haired man, as if without any effort, pushed back 
the gate with me and unconditionally stepped into the room. I understand that you are tired, but 
we have something to discuss. - He said quietly, studying me, flushed with bitter indignation. - 
What did you talk about with Nani? I thought you'd have her. Yes, what is he talking about? 
“None of your business, Mr. Lucian. I wonder what the beautiful Chantal will say if she finds out 
that you prefer to spend your nights in my bedroom? I asked caustically and even put my hands 
on my hips, instinctively wanting to appear bigger and more dangerous. 

Although, what could be dangerous in me, in a girl with big blue eyes, plump lips and a cute 
blush on her cheeks - from the outside I probably looked like an angry furry puppy, loudly 
squealing a harmless “yaw!” A shadow passed over the sorcerer's face. - What happened to you? 
- With me? What happened to me?! - I was inflamed. Oh, and why is he so. - You're just. you're 
just a donkey, Lucian! How could you do this to me?! He said. he did one thing, but in fact you 
are the same as everyone else and you only need one thing from me, right! - That's it, this wagon 
was already unstoppable. Tears spouted from my eyes, and with anger and resentment I rushed to 
him in order to hit harder where I could reach. But the man caught my hands and, squeezing, 
briefly, shook me violently, bringing me to my senses. - Enough! look at me. Look at me, 
Lobelia! What's wrong? Looking up at him was almost physically painful. I wanted to kick him, 
scratch and bite him, the only way, it seemed, it was possible to remove this poison that poisoned 
my heart. The only way to relieve this nagging chest pain is to pass it on to him so that he can 
feel what it is like when your feelings betray. 

He looked at me intentionally. and frightened. As if he really did not understand what was 
happening and was worried about it. But, devil take you, Lucius, how can you really be such an 
ass? Well, what can be incomprehensible here! But aloud, I somehow squeezed out something 
else: - Why are you doing this to me? I sighed and sighed. All my stamina crumbled. because it 
was feigned. Because I held on with all my strength, waiting for the moment to cry alone, 
covering my head with a blanket, as all strong girls do, and maybe even men. But then he 
appeared - the cause of my suffering, in person and. - Do you really care about my feelings for 
you, because I. I. The tears were unstoppable, I covered my face with my hands, unable to break 
free and run away. It doesn't matter where, as long as it's away from him. How embarrassing it 
was to stand and cry like a little girl, from whom he, an adult uncle, took a candy for fun. 

Suddenly, Lucian pulled me to him and pressed me tightly to his chest - I shuddered in 
surprise and tried to move away from this warmth and the alluring aroma of pine needles and 
sweet flowers, but his hugs became closer. Having stopped the senseless resistance, I felt that the 
man's heart was pounding like crazy. He leaned over and whispered incoherently, burning my 
cheek with his breath. “Heinrich... you always talked about him like that, I thought you were 
his...” He broke off, as if he couldn't find the words. "Henry? What is it about Heinrich? “You 
can't... I'm just fooling myself, right? Everything is wrong and I just can't understand you again. 
— Lucian's voice became even quieter. But suddenly something changed around. I felt it as if the 
air between us had become thick, viscous. and the sorcerer uttered words that completely 
deafened me. Lobelia. I froze in his arms, not daring to breathe, not daring even to move. what is 
he? What did he just say?- Please do not be silent. 

I need to know that I'm wrong. I don't deserve you, you know? All I can wish for is the 
opportunity to be with you for a moment, because I can't... have no right to you. There was 


bitterness in his voice. As if in a dream, I pulled away from him to look into his eyes. I couldn't 
believe I was actually hearing this! I have never seen such a sorcerer. There was no sneer in his 
expression, as expected, no... he wasn't joking, the man was filled with anxiety. His hands on 
my shoulders turned ice cold, fingers dug into my skin and seemed to tremble. What is this. is it 
really just a game of a good actor? Well, no. this is already beyond my strength! - You're kidding 
right? Here, you, as if nothing had happened, bring me here across the floor of Evenor and kiss 
this elf in front of my eyes, and the next moment you confess your love? — Anger... the only 
thing that can dry bitter tears in an instant, and this half-elf kindled a serious fire in me! - Why is 
it all? Stop playing with me Lucius... Lucian! I told you this in the tower and I will say it again - 
I want to know the whole truth before. I failed to finish - his lips took possession of mine and 
almost deprived me of the opportunity to think coherently. I put my hands forward, shielding 
myself from the man, protesting, but the gray-haired one pulled me further into the room, forcing 
me to drown in his arms and lose the ground under my feet from the surging feelings. He pulled 
away only when I, who had completely lost the ability to resist, was pressed against the bed by 
his elastic, heavy body. 

"What am I doing!" - the remnants of my mind screamed, and my hands pulled off his shirt, 
unbuttoned his belt and buttons, removed from the sorcerer everything that prevented us from 
touching, merging together. His lips burned my skin, his hands eagerly reaching under my 
clothes to touch me, sliding up my waist to my chest. Tightly clasping her, he squeezed my tense 
nipples with his fingers and this touch of an electric discharge spread throughout my body. I 
arched, rushing towards him, and Lucius covered my chest with gentle kisses. He whispered 
something, taking off my clothes and throwing them aside, and I greedily ran my hands through 
his coarse long hair, catching kisses on my solar plexus, stomach, navel and below. until he got 
to my innermost place - another discharge! I was so tense that at the mere touch I was ready to 
pass out. He slipped his lips there, then his tongue... oh gods, he seemed to anticipate my 
feelings, as if he climbed into my head! I felt how his fingers slipped inside me, increasing the 
tension inside. he plunged them deeper, without ceasing to kiss me and move his tongue near that 
innermost loop, writing out, perhaps, witchcraft signs, because I simply forgot to breathe when 
he increased the pressure or started moving faster. I was so wet inside. and his fingers sank 
deeper and harder, tightening that knot of pleasure. 

Oh, he knew exactly where he was, because without expecting it, I suddenly broke my 
consciousness from the body and soared up with a long groan. The man moved higher and, 
without waiting for me to come to my senses, sat down between my legs - entered in one 
unmistakable movement - slowly, drawlingly. And I readily accepted it, feeling how easily the 
hot head of his cock slid inside, how it moved forward, filling me tightly with his thick shaft. I 
felt disturbingly cramped, but I wanted more, and I leaned forward, wrapping my legs around his 
hips, began to move along with the sorcerer, demanding to take me harder. At that moment, we 
didn't need words, everything was read in the eyes, you just needed to look - and he brought my 
hands over my head, pressing my wrists into the soft silk of the bedspread, and with the other 
hand slid to my thigh to fix me and speed up the pace. Now I could hardly restrain myself from 
groaning out loud. it seemed to me that they would certainly hear us and it prevented me from 
concentrating. but he did not go out completely and entered again, filling me with himself and 
this crazy pulling feeling - it was so painful to hold back that I bit my lips almost to the point of 
blood. 

Lucius grewled low as he felt me shrink inside and began to move more impetuously, 
sharper... I was seized by the feeling of an approaching detente — I arched under him, as soon as 


the man's hot seed spilled into my womb. His low moan filled the room. “Well, now they 
definitely heard us.” I thought, wrapping my freed arms around the neck of the sorcerer. I opened 
my eyes, feeling that he was staring at me. Lucius was breathing deeply, a crazy fire burning in 
his eyes, devouring everything inside him. The same must have burned in me. The resentment, 
the desire to cause him equal pain at all costs - everything crumpled and turned into nothing. 
Now in my thoughts there were only his hands greedily squeezing me, his lips burning the skin 
and the languishing desire of the bodies that demanded immediate continuation. 

“Please, tell me... tell me that I am not deceiving myself?” — Yes, what is going on?! The 
dizzying speed of change in our relationship took my breath away! And yet I have not even 
agreed with myself about how I feel for him. Yes, I have almost come to terms with the fact that 
Lucian left me. and then that's it. 

The man pulled away and now looked seriously. I felt that he needed to speak up right now. 
“From the moment I saw you... you were everything I wanted. Back there, in the "Purple Rose" 
I thought to take you with me, I was ready to take you away by force, but you were so cold. I felt 
disgusted and just could not. You seemed to see right through me, saw this darkness inside. But 
then. - Lucian got up and sat up in bed, dragging me along with him. He squeezed my hand in 
his, as if he was afraid that I would immediately break free and run away. Well, of course. 
Naked. in an elven city. Among the Chernolesya. - Lobelia, I just climbed the wall, wanting to 
see you just once more. just to feel next to you. I thought it would be enough for me to know that 
you're doing well, since I'm scaring you like that. That's why I sent Some right to you to follow. - 
The sorcerer's fingers dug harder into my skin and his eyes darkened, - I'm sorry. I couldn't even 
think that he would take the opportunity. Oh, gods. I'm an ass, you're right! This bastard came 
back with a report only after he received his. I thought I was going to kill him, this slug got out 
by force. if he had not spent time chasing. if I had taken you from the Purple Rose then, Banagor 
would not have known about you. - I wanted to object, but he interrupted me. “Please, I... I need 
to finish.” 

You said you wanted to know everything and that's what I can... what I have to tell you right 
now. Ever since you came into my life everything doesn't make sense without you,] tried to stay 
away from you, because I'm not at all what you want, but this is just beyond my strength. You 
have no idea what happened to me when the demon brought you. I could hardly control myself 
and day by day it became more and more difficult. And Heinrich, you talked about him like that. 
at that moment it was like I was being skinned alive! But now. I thought you were just playing 
with me, but aren't you? - The sorcerer fell silent, in his eyes I saw a struggle. with what? What 
was the opposite of his feelings for me? “I'm not asking you...just tell me who I really am to 
you?” I need to know do you love Heinrich? Henry? I must admit that I was so breathless that I 
even forgot to think about it. that warm, real thing that settled in me that morning in the north 
tower was now again spilling over my body, almost spilling over the edge. He said he loves me. 
But what about Chantal? Whatever happened between me and Lucius, here and now there was 
still this fragile brown-eyed elf, for whom he became “that” lover. 

The sorcerer asked about my feelings for Heinrich, and I thought about mine, perhaps for too 
long - anxiety was reflected in his eyes. Before answering, I freed myself from his arms and 
pulled the covers over me. It's hard to have a serious conversation being completely naked in the 
presence of a handsome man. “T don't understand why you need to know the answer if you and 
Chantal are together?” - I answered, trying to control myself, although inside the volcano of my 
jealousy and resentment began to bubbling and overflowing again. “Things are not quite as you 
think...” Lucian gave up and lowered his eyes sadly. He paused, gathering his thoughts, and then 


closed his eyes, as if from fatigue and took a deep breath, finally uttered. You may not 
understand this, but I will try to explain. Once upon a time, when I was still a boy, Kadarin 
sheltered me and, in fact, replaced my father. I am grateful to him that, despite the sidelong 
glances of those around him, he found a place in his heart for me and did not turn away, even 
when my darkness swallowed me completely. Therefore, when Chantal saw her ishaal in me, I 
did not doubt my feelings, I allowed her to think that we were really a couple, although it was 
not fair. But I didn't lie to her - I deceived myself. Only recently everything fell into place; I 
realized that what seemed to me love was nothing more than affection. 

But then I. I thought that she was my reward for suffering. My chance for a real future, and I 
wanted to share it with her. Perhaps Chantal and I would be together now, and I would not meet 
you, but the Order called me. I was needed in a world in which there was simply no place for her 
and everything happened the way it is now. But in spite of everything, Chantal continues to wait 
for me, because time flows differently for the elves. She is blinded and does not see that I am 
cold to her, and I, in turn, could not put an end to our relationship. simply because since I 
became a master, I have been here only once. And then I didn't meet you. in which there was 
simply no place for her and everything happened as it is now. But in spite of everything, Chantal 
continues to wait for me, because time flows differently for the elves. She is blinded and does 
not see that I am cold to her, and I, in turn, could not put an end to our relationship. simply 
because since I became a master, I have been here only once. And then I didn't meet you. in 
which there was simply no place for her and everything happened as it is now. But in spite of 
everything, Chantal continues to wait for me, because time flows differently for the elves. She is 
blinded and does not see that I am cold to her, and IJ, in turn, could not put an end to our 
relationship. simply because since I became a master, I have been here only once. And then I 
didn't meet you. 

There was a pause between us... which I had nothing to fill with — there was too much to 
think about. Now I was madly sorry for Chantal - like that, just. we switched places with her. But 
the reason for my silence was not only this: to respond to Lucian's feelings meant for me to step 
over a threshold beyond which I had never stepped before! To become from a hunchback - a 
beauty, from a daughter of a courtesan - a enchantress of noble blood, for some reason, all this 
turned out to be not as difficult as turning from a lonely Lobelia, who was betrayed even by her 
sisters and generally used for their own purposes by everyone who is not lazy, into a girl for 
which there is someone to intercede. “What if I say...” I began, choosing my words carefully, 
“that there is no Heinrich in my heart, but there is... someone else, what will happen then?” 
What if that someone is you, Lucius? It seemed to me that the sorcerer even stopped breathing 
for a moment. his eyes grew brighter, but otherwise he remained unshakably determined. 

“Life would not become easier in an instant—not yours, not mine. But I would know that I 
pay the price for the happiness of being with you. Lobelia...” He took my hand in his and gently 
kissed the tips of my fingers. “You don't have to decide anything, I don't demand it from you. 
You just can't make any decision until you know the whole truth. And I still can't tell you 
everything. But, if you just let me love you, I will level for this, but I will find a way for us to be 
happy together. 

And again he speaks in riddles, that blue-eyed sorcerer. but he speaks sincerely. Words 
coming from the heart, you feel with your heart. I suddenly felt so warm next to him. like that 
morning in the north tower, when I suddenly realized for myself that I was ready to give up the 
whole world in order to remain in his hands. 


And, instead of answering, I reached out to him with my whole body - I allowed myself to be 
enclosed in embraces full of sensual joy and to seal our union with a gentle kiss full of desire. 
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